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The firffc part of the Conten- 

timof the two Famous HoufescfYorty 

and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Duke Humfrey. 

Bnter M one doming Henry the Humfrey Duty ofCloce- 

fter, the Duty ofSomerfet, the 'Duke of Buckingham, Cardmall 
Bcwford > and others • 

Snter at the other doore, the Duty ofrorty.andthe CMarquet of Suf- 
folk?, and Queen Margaret, and tty Earle of Salisbury andlPar - 
Wtckf. 

Suffolk?. 

JS by your high Imperial! Maiefties command, 

^1 had in charge at my depart for France, 
iAs Procurator for your Excellence, 

| To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace j 
>So in the ancient famous Citty Towers* 

In prefence of the Kings of Trance and Cyffile , 

The Dukes of Orleance , Calabar , r Btitatne, and jilonfon. 

Seucn Earles, twclue Barons, and twenty reucrend By fhops, 

I did performe my taske, and was efpoufd. 

And now, moft humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and her royaliPecres, 

Deliuer vp my title in theQueene 

Vnto your gracious Excellence, that are the fubftance 

Ofthat great Ihadowl did reprefent : 

Thehappieft gift that euer Marqucffegaue, 

Thcfaireft Queenc that euer King pofleft, 
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Themtetrtb»»ftketmfdrnuimfa 

Wdcfme^cciTe^r^^ to Englifti Henries Court, 

The oreateft ftiew of kindneffeyet we can beftow. 

Is this kinde kiffe : O gracious Godot heauen. 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankcfulnefle. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft bettowd 
A world ofpleafures to my perplexed ioulc. 

Queene. Th’excefliue loue 1 beare vnto youi Grace,. 

Forbids me to be Iauifti of my tongue, 

Leaft I mould fpeake mote thenbefeemes a woman . 

Let this fuffice, my blifle is in your liking. 

And nothing can makepoore Margaret miferable, 

Vnlefte the frowne of mighty England* king. 

Kinr. Her lookes did wound,but now her fpeech doth pierce 
Lonely Queene Margaret fit downebymy fide : 

And Vnkle Glofter.and you LorldlyPceres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queene. - 

Sujfolke. My Lord Proteaor, fo it pleafe your Grace,. 

Heere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soueraigne and the French king Charles, 

Till terme.of eighteene months be full expir d. / 

Hum. Jnprimu,\t is agreed bcwvcene t^ 
and mlliam de la Pole Marqueffe of Suffolk^, Embaffador for 
Henry king of England, that the faidc Henry fhalwed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret, daughter to Raynardfongof Naples,CyJfds, 
and lerlfalem, and crownc her Queene of England, ere the thir- 

ty ^Jtm, if ii father agreed betweene them, that the Dutcheffe 
of A»ioy and of A4ar**,fhallbe releafed and deliucrcd oucrw 

the King her fa Duke Humfrey lets it fall. 

King. Hownow vnckle, whatsthe matter that youftayfo fo- 

*Hul\ Pardon my Lord, a fodaine qualrae came ore my heart, 

which dimmes mine eyes that lean readc no mere* ^ 
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of Yorke and Lemafter. 

My Lord of Yorke, I pray do you rcade on. 

Torke. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dut- 
chefle of Anioy and of Trlayne, fhall bee releafed and deliuered o- 
uer to the King her father, and fhe fent ouer of the king of Eng- 
lands ovvne proper coft and charges,without dowry. 

King. They pleafe vs well. Lord Marqueflc kneelc downc : we 
heere create thee firflrDuke of Suffblke, and girt thee with the 
fword. Cofin of Yorke, wee heere difeharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of Frame, till terme of 1 8 . months be 
full expirdc. 

Thankes vnckle Winchefterfi lofter, Yorke, and H nckingham, So» 
merfet , Salisbury, and rFarwtcke. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour doncy 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 

Come let vs in, and with all fpeede prouide 
To fee her Coronation be peiformd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolk*, <fr Duke Humphrey 
fi ayes all the reft. 

Hum. Braue Peeres of England, pillcrs of the State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold bis greefe. 

What did my brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And waftehis fubieifs for to conquer France ? 

And did my brother Bedford fpcnd’his time,' 

To keepe in awe that (lout vnruly Realme? 

And hauc not I and mine vnckle Bewford heere. 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is ail our labours then fpent quite in vaine ? 

For Suffolke he, the new made Duke that rules the roaft 
Hath giuen away for our King Henries Queene, * 

The Dutcheffe of Anioy and Moyne vnto her father. 

Ah Lords.fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Reuerfing monuments of conquered France , >.?. 

Vndoingall, as none had nerc beetle done. * 1 - 

Card, Why how now cofin Glofter.wbat needs this? 

ns it our King were bound vnto your will- 

And mi ght tim do.his will without your leaue. 

Proud Ptote&or, emty in thine eyes I fee, 
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The contention of the tm famam Houfes, 

The big fwolne venomc oftby hateful! heart. 

That dares prefumc gainft that thy Soueraignc like*. 

Hum. Nay my Lords, tis not ray words that troubles you, 
But my ptefctice, proud Prelate as thou art : 

But ile be gone, and giue thee leauc to fpeake. 

Farewelimy Lords.and fay when I am gone, 

I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

Exit Duke Humfrej, 

Card. There goes our Prote&or in a rage. 

My Lords you know he is my great enemy. 

And though he be Protedfor of the Land, 

And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts. 

For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight. 

Crying Iefus bleffe your royall excellence,! 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey , 

And, many things befides that are not knowne, 

VVhich time will bring to light in fmooth duke Humfrey. 

But I will after him, and if 1 can, 

lie lav a plot to heaue him from hi&fcate. 

Exit Cardinal. 

Bucks But let vs watch this haughty Gardinall, 

Cofin of Somerfet be rulde by me, 

Wcele watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinail too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Somer. Thankes cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me, 
And both of vs with the duke of Suffolke, 

Weele quickly heaue dakt -Humfrey from his featc. 

Buck, Content, come then let vs about it ftraight. 

For either thou or I will be Protestor. 

Exit Buckingham and Somerfet, 
Sal.V ride went before, .ambitionibilowesafter. iV !i ; 

Whilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments thus,. ’ : ' 

My Lords let vs fecke for our Countries good: 

Oft hauc I feene this haughty Cardinali 
Sweare,and forfweare himfelfc, andbraue it out, 

More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Henry VI. Parts 2&3 (STC 26101) LONDON, [ 



Tor hated Lancafter. 

Cofin Yorke, the vidfories thqu haft wonne. 

In Ireland , Normandy , and \n France, 

Hath wonne thee immortall praife in England. 

And thou braue Warvticks, my thrice valiant fonne. 

Thy fimplc plainnelfe and thy houfe-keeping. 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common lort. 

The reuerence of mine age, and Neuels name, * 

Is of no little force if I command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate pofleffe. 

But wherefore weepes IF'arwicke my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that Warwicks won. 

Sonnet. Anioy and Maine, both giuen away at once. 

Why Warwickjtid win thcm,8c muft that then which we wonne 
with our fwords,be giuen away with words. 

Fork*- As I haue read, our Kings ofEngland were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiues, but our king Henry giues 
wayhisowne. 

Saif. Come fonnes away and looke vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the CMaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which warwicke by maine force did win from France, 

Maine chance father you meant, but 1 meant Maine , 

Which I will win from F-rance,or clfe beeflaine. 

Exit Salisbury andWarwicke. 
Ft orke. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnto the French, 

Cold nev ves for me, for I had hope of France, 

Eucn as 1 haue of fertile England. 

A day will come when Forks ft) all claime his owne. 

And therefore I will take the Neuels parts, 

And make a (hew of louc to proud duke Humfrey : 

And whenl fpy aduantage, elaime theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke I feeke to Jiit : 

?r (ball proud Lancafter vfurpe my right 
it hold the Scepter in his childtflvfitt’ * 

*b c diadem v-pon his head, 

*ru h ^Z\. hu . rch " lil(e humors fitsnot fora Crowne ; 

Inenft^be ftillawhile^illtime doeferue. 

Watch i 
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The contention of the two (mom Houfes , 

Watch thou, and wake when others be aflcepe. 

To pry into the fecrets of the Rate, 

Till Henry furfetting in ioyes of loue. 

With his new Bride, and England* dccre bought Queene, 

And Humfrey with the Pecres be falne at iarres. 

Then will I raife aloft the milke-white Rofe, 

With whofe fwcet fmell the ayre fhall be pcrfumde. 

And in my Standard beare the Armes oiYorke, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lancafler : 

And force perforce, die make him yeelde the Crowne, 

Whofe bookilh rule hath Puld faire England downe. 

ExitYorkc, 

Enter "Duke Humfrey, and Dame Ellancr, 

Cobbam bis wife, 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripened Corne, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What l'ccft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crowne? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bee tooftiort, 

Mine (hall Lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince# 

Vnckle to the King?and his Protestor ? 

Then what fhouldftthou lacke that might content thy mmdc ) 

Hum My louely A Tell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinke of treafons gainft my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray , it do betide none ill. 

Elnor. What dreamt my Lord ? Good Humfrey tellit me. 
And ile interpret it : and when thats done. 

He tell thee then what I did dreanve to night. 

‘Hum, This night whenlwaslaid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ftaffe, mine Office badge in Court, 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefie : 

But as I thinke by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads of Edmmd D uke ofSomerfet, 

And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolke , 

Elnor. Tuft 




Yorke ond Lancafler . 

Fluor Tuflimy Lord, this fignifics nought but this. 

That he that breakes a fticke of Gtoftew groue. 

Shall for the offence make forfet oflus head. 

But now my Lord ile tell you what 1 dreamt, 

Methought 1 was in the Cathedrall Church 
Kt Weftminfter, and feated in the chaire 
Where Kings and Queenes are crown d and at my feetc 
Henry and Margaret with a Crowne ofGold, 

Stood ready to fet it on my Princely head. 

Hum. Fie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Prote&ors wife i belou’d of him i 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Away I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

£lnor. How now.my Lord, what angry with your Neb 
For telling but her dreame ? The next 1 haue 
Ilekeepe it to my felfe,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay JVe//,ile giue no credit to a dreame. 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. 

Enter a CMeffenger. 

Mejf. And it pleafe your Grace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, & craues your 
company along with them. 

Hum. With all my heart ; I will attend his Grace. 

Come Nell, thou wilt go with vs I am furc. 

Exit Humfrey. 

Elnor. Ile tome after you, for I cannot go before. 

As long asGlofter bcares this bafe and humble minde : 

Were I a man, and Protestor as he is, 

I’de reach to’ th Crowne, or make fomehop hcadlefle. 

And being but a woman, ile not behinde 

For playing of my part, in fpite of all that feek to croiTe me thus: 

Who is within there? 

Enter Jirlohn Hum. 

What Sir Iolon Hum, what newes with you ? 

n J 
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The contention of the two famoiu Houfes, 

Sirlohn. lefus preferue your Maiefty. 

Elnor ♦ My Maicfty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir lohn. I, but by the grace of God, and Hums aduice, 

Y our Graces ftate fhall be aduanc d ere long. 

Elnor. What, haft thou conferr’d with Margery Iourdain, the 
cunning witch of Rye, with Roger Bullenhrooke and the reft ? and 
will they vndertake to do me good i 

Sir fohn. I'hauc Madam, and they haue promifed me to rail’e 
■ fpitit from depth of vnder ground, that (hall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir lohn. 

Some two dayes hence I geffc will fit our time, 

Then fee that they be hecre : 

For now the King is riding to Saint Alhones , 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him, 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come, 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard hecre, 

There caft their Spelles infilence of the night. 

And fo refolue vs of the thing we with ; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

Exit Elam, 

Sir lohn. Now fir lohn Hum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muft filent be : 

Thefe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutchefie fhe thinkes now that all is well. 

But I haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft the King and Peercs } 

And that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke. 

For heit is, butlmuft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft worke the Dutcheffc fall. 

Who now by Coniurations thinkes to rife. 

But whift fir lohn , no more of that I tro. 

For fcare you lofeyour head before you go. 

Enter two "Petitioners, and Veter the Armourers man, 

i . Petit. Come firs let? linger here about? a while. 



Exit 



Vntill 



.«■_ -mu — - 

York* tin d Lane alley . 

Vntill my Lord Proteflor come this way, 

For but for him a many were vndone, 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Qucene. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke with the Queene, and they take 
him for Duke Uumfrey, andgtues 

him their writings-. 

t Petit Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolke, 
iwe.Now good-fellows,whom would you (peak wunalr 
pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord Protefton 

Qu, Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let vs fee them firft 5 . 

Looke on them my Lord ofiuffolkc. 

Suffolke. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done? 

2, Petit. M arry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wire, 

And th’are gone together, and I know not where to nndc them* 
Suff. Hath he ftole thy wife* that’s fome iniury indeede. 

But what fay you * n 

Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my Mayltet 
faidc, that the Duke ofYorke was true heire to the Crown, and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper ? 
P«cr.Noforfooth, Ifaide mymaiftcr (aide fo, th’other day 
when wee were fcowring.the Duke of Yorkes armour in our 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomethinglike. 

Who’s within there ? 



1 



Enter one or two. 

Sirra, take in this fellow, and kcepc him dole, 

Ba 



! i 



And 
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The contention of the two famous Hottfes , 

And fend out aPurfcuant for his mailer ftraiglit. 

Week heere more ofthis thing before the King. 

Exit with the Armorers man, 
Now Sir, what’s yours i Let me iee it, 

What’s heere i 

A complaint againft the Duke of Suffolke, for endofing the 
commons of long Melford. 

How now fir knaue. 

i./Vr/'r.Ibefcech your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMef. 
fengerfor the whole towne-ftiip. 

He teares the Papers. 

Suffolk. So now (hew your petitions to Duke Humfrey, 
Villainesget you gone, and come not neerc the Court, 

Dare thefe pefants write againft me thus ? 

Exit Petitioners . 

Queene, My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this. 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That feekes to him more then to King Henry : 

Whofe eyes are alwaies poring on his booke. 

And nere regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill muft be protected like a childe. 

And gouerned by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will moouc his cap to fpeake to vs. 

And his proud wife, high-minded Slanor , 

That ruffles it with iuch a troopc of Ladies, 

As ftrangers in the Court take her for Queene : 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe* 

The other day flic vanted to her maides. 

That the very traincofherworftgowne. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any greefe of minde belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolftaway our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Suff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of your comming into England, 

So 




— 
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forks and Lancaster, 

c 0 willl >n England work. you. Ml content , 

And as for proud Duke Humfrey and his wife, 
fhaue let lime- twigs that will entangle them 
As that your Grace ere long (ball vnderftand. 

But flay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Yorke and the DuksofSotttmer* 
let on both Jtdes of the King, whilpering with him: Thenentereth 
Vuke Humphrey, DameElanor, theDukeof^uc^ham he 
Earle of Salisbury, the Earle of Warwicke, andthe fardmall of 
Winchefler. 

King. My Lords I care not who be Regent in TYante, or forks j| 

or Somerfet , all’s one to me. 

fork. My Lord, ifr<>j% haue ill demean d himlelte, 

Ler Somerfet enioy his place ? and go to Fraunce. 

Saw. Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe, 
And there be made the Regent oner the French. 

Warwicks- Whomfoeuer you account worthy, 

Yorke is the worthieft. . - , 

Card. Peace Warwick, g>ue thy betters leauc to (peake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fielde. 

Buck- All in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwicke may liue to be beft of all.' 

Queene, My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfet 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum. Madame, our Kingis olde enough himfelfe, ' ; | 
To giuehis anfwcr without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Proteftor ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but Prote£!or ore the Land, ' - 
And when it plcafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge, 

Suffolke. Refigne it then, for fince thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee,all wholly go to wracke. 

And Millions of treaiure hath beene fpent. 

And as for the Regentfhip of France, 

Bli l| 




The contention of the two f&ntoue Houfes^ 

I fay Somerfet is more worthy then Torke. 

Torke, lie tell thee Suffolk? why I am not worthy, 

Becaufc I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

War. And yet the worthy deeds that Torke hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 

Srf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick ? . 

War. Image of pride, wherefore fhould I peace? 

Suf. Becaufc heere is a man accufde ot Treafon, 
pray God the Duke of Torke do dearc himfelfe. 

Ho, bring hither the Armourer and hi* man. 

Enter the Armourer and his man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufcd his maftet 
of high Treafon, and his wordes werethefe: That the Duke of 
‘torke was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper. 

Torke. I befeech your Grace let him haue what punnifhment 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t fhall pleafe your worrtiip, 1 neucr faydeany fuch 
matter, God is my witnefle, I am falfely accufed by this villen 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. I befeech your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer , Alas matter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did corred him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mee -• I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worfliip do not catt away an honeft man for a Yillaines ac- 
cufation. 

King. Vnclc Glofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Bum. The law my Lord is this by cafe, itrefts fufpitious. 
That a day of combate be appointed. 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Bben ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In Smithficldjbcfore your royall Maiefly , Exit Humfrej. 

cArmour. And I accept the combate willingly. 

Peter 



Yorkeand LdncuUer. 

Veter. Alafle my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

S«f You mutt either fight firra, or elfe be hang d : 

Go hence .game Co prifon. £»> 

The gueene lets fall her gloue , and hits the Dutcheffe of 
Glofier., a boxe on the eare. 

Oueene. Giue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 

Sheeft'f ikes her. IM 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

1 did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman i 
Could I come ncere your dainty vifage with my nayles, 

1’de fetmy ten command’mcnts in your face.. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againft her will. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King Ihee’ll dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as hire as I do liue, 

She fhall not ftrikeDame Elnor vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor.. 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 

.would not . for athoufand pounds of Gold, 

Tvly Noble Vnckle had beene heere in place,. 

Enter Duke Humfrej . 

But fee where he comes : I am glad he me t her not, 

Vnkle Glofter, what anfwer makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realme of France, 

Whom thinkes your Grace is meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my rcfolu^. 

For that thefe words the Armourer fhould fpeake, * 

Doth breede fufpition on the part ofYorke, 

Let Somerfet be Regent orcrtheFrench, 

Till trials made, and Yorke may electro himfelfe. 

King. Then be it fo, my Lord of Somerfet, 

We make your Grace Regent oucr the French, 

And to defend our right ’gajnft farrainefoes, . 

Andi 
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And fo do good vnto thcRcalme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Sower. I humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leauctopofte with fpeed to France. 

Exit Somerfet, 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter, now let’s haue our horfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prefcntly. 

Madam your Hawke they fay is fwift offlight. 

And we will try how fhe will flye to day. Exit omnes. 

Enter Elanoryvith Sir lohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer , 
and Margery lourdaine a Witch. ( 

Elnor. Hecre fir lohn, take this fcrole of p aper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you {hall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this Tower hecre. 

And heare the fpirir what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write the anfwers downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir lohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about. 

And charme thefiendcs for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing fhe askes. 

f Vttch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftrate on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Diuels below. 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

Shee lyes downe vpon her face. 
Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Btellen . Darke night, dread night, the filence of the night. 
Wherein the Furies maske irrhellifhtrbupes. 

Send vp I charge you from Sofettu Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to cometo mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth, 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye. 




torke And LAncafter . 

Afcalon, ^f^^f^ iighteni^nd then the tfirite 

rifeth vp. , 

(iirit Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doe <» 
Vnllen. Firft of the King, what (hall become : of I him ? 

Birit The Duke yet Hues, that Henry (hall depofe, 

But him out-liue, and dye a violent death. 

Btellen. What fate awaites the Duke of Suffolke. 
flirit Bv water fhall he die, and take his end. 

Btellen What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet} 
toiritX* him fhun Caftlcs, fafer (hall he be vpon the fandy 
places, ’then where Caftlcs mounted ftand : 

Now queftion me no more, for I muft hence agame. 

He [tnkes downe againe. 

Btellen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned peole, 

Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft the findg’ d and parched fmoakes, ■ 

The rode of Dytae by the Riuer S tix : 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe flames. 

Rife Iourdaine rife, and flay thy charming Spels. 

Zounds,we are betraidc. 

Enter the Duke of Torke, and the Duke of ‘Bucking- 
ham, and others. 

Torke. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 
This time was well watcht. W hat M adame arc you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King (hall haue notice of this thing. 

Exit Elnor about. 

’Bteck. Sw heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 

Torke. Giue it me my Lord, lie fhew itto the King : 

Go firs, fee them faft loekt in prifon. . 

Exit with them* 

’Bucking. My Lord, 1 pray you let me go poftc vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Alboncs,to tell this newes. 

Torke. Content. Away then, about it flraight. 

C Bucks 



■ 
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Back. Farewell my Lord. _ , ■ 

Exit 'Bn ckingham, 

Yarke. Whofc within there i 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord . 

Yorke . Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to nigh t. ^ x,t forty, 

One . 1 will my Lord. Bxit, 

Enter the King and Qayene with her Hawke on herfift, andDuty 
Humfrey and Suffolk, e, and the Cardinally at if 
they came from Hawking . 

Jgueene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight?. 
But as I caft her offthe windedid rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out* 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes are oil earth* 
Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodainefoue’d the Partridge downe. 

Suff. No maruell if it pleafe your Maicfty, 

My Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towre fo well, 

They know their mafter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’sbut abafeminde. 

That fores no higner then a bird can fore. 

Card. I thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds. 
Hum. I my Lord Cardinal!, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card. Thy heauen is onearth, thy words and thoughts bean 
on a Crowne, proud Protestor, dangerous Pcere, to fmoothe it 
thus with King and Commonwealth. 

Hum ♦ How now my Lord,why this is more then needs, church 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Saf. Why not.hauing fo good a quarrell,and fiobada caufe? 
Ham. As how,my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and t’like your Lordly Lordes Prote* 
Sorfhip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knowes thy inlolcnce. 

l 



Yarke and Lancafrer. 

“ th ' r ' [ mia “ 

. Ainft this proud Proteftor with my fword. 

Ag H«i. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Plantagcnet as well as thou, and fonne tolohn of 

Gaunt. 

Bum. In baftardy. 

Hm: Makevpp 1 / noTaftious nambers,but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaft end of the groue. 
r Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

3 'Fahh SfmGloftethad not your man caft offfofoone, 
we had had more fport to day. Come with thy tword and Buck- 
ler. 

jjunn G ods mother Pricft lie (haue your crowne# 

-Card: Prote&or, proteft thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high,fo dothyour chollcr Lords. 

Enter one crying a miracle , a miracle . 

Hownow?Nowfirra,whatmiracleisit? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones.and hath receiued his fight at the Ihrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint Albones,and his Brethren, with Mu- 
Jtebe, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife, 

Foi he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne i 

Poore man. At Barwich pleafe your M aiefty in the North. 

Ca 



^ ; occ: 
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Hum. At Barwicke, and come thus farre for helpc. 
Tooreman. I fir, it was told me in my fleepe. 

That fwcete Saint Albones (hould giue memy fight againc. 
Hum. What are lame too ? _ 

P.man. I indeede fir, God hclpe me* 

Hum. How camft thou lame ? 

man. With falling offa plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrecs? 
p. man. Neuer bat once fir in all my life, 

My wife did long for plummes.. 

Hum. But tell me,wcrt thou borne blinde ? 

P.man. I truly fir. 

Woman. I indeed fir, he was borne blinde. 

Hum. What art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou beene his mother, 

Thou couldft haue better toldc. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet, 

Patton. Y es truly matter, as deare as day. 

Hum. Sayft thou fo: what colour’s his cloake ? 

P. man. Red maftcr,as red as blood. 

Hum. And his cloake ? 

P.man. Why that’s greene. 

Hum. And what colour’s his hofe? 

P, man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne ? 

P.man. Blacke fir,as blacke as let. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour iet is on. 

Suf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra,what’s my name ? 

P.man . Alas matter I know not. 

Hum. What’s his name ? 

P.man. I know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Hum. Nor his name? 



of YorkemdUncaHer. 
p.man. No indeede matter, 

Hum. Whats thine ownc name ? 
p man. Sander, and it pleafe you maifter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeftknaue mChriften- 
. m xf thou hadft bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwel haue 
tenowne all ournames, as thus to name thefeuerall colours wee 
L weare. Sight may diftinguifh of colours,but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impofftble. My Lords,* S. Albones heere 
hath done a miracle, & would you not think his cunning to bee 
preat, that could reftore this Cripplcto his legs againe. 

8 p'rnan. Oh matter I would you could. 

Hum. My Matters ofS. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles in your T owne, 

And things call’d whippes? 

OMyor.Yes my Lord, if it pleafeyour Grace, 

Hum. Then fend for one prefcntly. 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight.- Exit out a 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra.if you meane to faue your felfe from whipping, 

Leape me oucr this ftoole, and runne away, 

Enter a 'Beadle. 

P. man, Alas matter I amnot able to ftand altine. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum.Wc 11 fir, we mutt haue you findeyourleggcs. 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape oucr that fame ftoole. 

Beadle. 1 will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublet 
quickly. 

Poore man. Alas matter what (hall I do, l am not able to ftand. 

After the Beadle bath hit him one ierke, he leape s ouer the ftoole, and 
runnes awaj/^ and they run after him, crying a Mjracle, atJMy- 
racle.. 

Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and whiptc 
through euery Market Towne till he comes at Barwicke where 
he was borne. 

'Maior. It (hall be done my Lord. Exit Mayor. 

y Lord Prote&or hath done wonders to day 3 

Gvj Hee 



y 
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He hath made the blinde to fce,and halt to goe. 

Humph. I, but you did greater wonders, whe you made whole 

Dukedomes flye in a day, 

Witneffe France. 

JT/#£.Haue done I fay, and let me heare no mope of that. 

Enter the Duke of ’Buckingham. 

What newes brings Duke Humfrey of Buckingham^* 

Bucks 111 newes for tome my Lord,and this ids. 

That proud dame Elnor our Protedlors Wife, 

Hath plocted T reafons gainft the King and Peercs, 

By witchcrafcs,forceries,and coniurings, 

Who by fuch meanes did raife a fpirit vp, 

T o tell her what hap fhould betide the S cate. 

But ere they had finilht their diuellifh drift. 

By Torkf'z nd my felfe they were all furprizde. 

And heeres the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 

X/»£.Firft of the King, what (hall become of him? 

Re ads. The Duke yet liues,that Henry (hall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue,and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke £ 

By water (hall he die and take his end. 

Sujfolke.By water muftthe Duke of Suffolkg die? 

It muft be fo,or elfe the diuell doth lie. 

King. Let Somerfit fhun Caftles, 

For fafer fhall he be vpon the fandy plaines. 

Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 

CardMeeres good ftuffc,how now my Lord Proteftor, 
This newes I thinke hath turnd your weapons point, 

1 am in doubt youle fcarfely keepe yourpromife. 

Humph Jr o r b c a r e ambitious Prelate to vrge my greefe, 
And pardon me my gracious Soueraignc, 

For heere I fweare vnto your Maiefty, 

That I am guiltlefle ofthefe hainous crimes 
Which my ambitious wife hath falfly done. 

And for me would betray her foueraigne Lord, 

I heere renounce her from my bed and boord. 



And 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

And leaueher open for the law to judge 
Vnlcfle (he cleare her ielfe of this foule deed. 

King.C ome my Lords, this night weele lodge in S. Athene/, 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoftof chefe treafons forth, 

Come vncklc Glofter along with vs, 

My minde doth tell me thou art innocent. 

1 Exit omnes . 

Enter the Duke of Yorke , and the Earles of Salisbury 



YorkeMy Lords,our Ample fupper ended thus, 

Let me rcueale vnto your honors heere. 

The right and title of the houfe of Yorke 
ToEnglands Crowne by lincall defent. 

Wtr.Then. Yorke begin.and if thy claime be good* 

The Neuilsarethy fubie&s to command. 

Torke JThen thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had leuen fonnes, 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of ITales. 

T he fecond was william of Hatfield , 

Who dyed young. 

The third was L>wje//,Duke of Clarence , 

The fourth was Iohn of Gaunt, 

The Duke of Lane after. 

The fift was Edmund. of Langley, 

Duke of Yorke. 

The fixt w as Ifilliam of Windfore , 

Who dyed young. 

The feauenthand laft was Sir Thomas of Woodfiockg , Duke of 

Yorke. 

Now Edwardiht blacke Prince dyed before his Father, lcauing 
behinde him two (onnes,. Edward borne at Angolefme , who died 
young,and Richard that was after crowned King^by the nameof 
Ricbardxhz fecond, who dyed without an hcyrc. 
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Lyonell Duke of Clarence dyed, and left hi m one only daugt*. 
ter, named VhiHip, who was married to Edmund Mortimer carle 
of March and Vlftcr : and lo by her I claimc the Crowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke of Clarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reigne,Henry of Bulling, 
brooke, fonne and heire to lohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lanca. 
fter fourth fonne to Edward thethird, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofd the Mcrthfull King, and as both you know ,* in Pomfret 
CaftleharmeleffeRichard wasjftiamcfullymurthered,and foby 
Richards death came thehoufe of Lancafter vino jhe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke of Yorke did claime the Crowne, and 
but for Owen Glendour had bene King. 

Yorke. True: but fo it fortuned then, by meanes of thatmon. 
ftrous rebell Glendour, the noble Duke of Yorke was putte to 
death, and fo euer fincc the heircs of lohn of Gaunt haue poffef. 
fed the Crowne. But if the iffue of the elder fhould fuccecd be* 
fore the iffue of the younger, then am I lawfull heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

iP'armcke. What proceedings can be more plain, he claimet 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edward 
thethird, and Henry from lohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionelsifl'uefailes, his Ihould not reigne. Itfayles not 
yet, but flourifheth in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips offuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-sight to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liue Richard Englands royall King. 

Yorke. I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King, vn- 
til this fword be fheathed euen in the hart blood ofthc houfe of 
Lancafter. 

War. Then Yorke aduife thy felfe,and take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and fet thy ftandard vp, 

And in the fame aduance the milke-white Rofe, 

And then to guard it,will I rowfe the Beare, 

Enuiron’d with ten thoufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 

Maugtt 



Yorke and LMCABer. 

Maueer the proudeft Lord of Henries blood, 

That dares deny the right and claime of 2V%, 

For why, my minde prelageth I fhall liue 
To fee the noble Duke of Yorke to be a King. 

Yorke. Thanks noble Warwicke^ and Yorke doth hope to ice. 
The Earle of IP'arwicke liue, to bee the greateft man in England, 
but the King. Come lets goe. 

exst omnes. 

Enter King Henry and the Queene,Duk? Humfrey ,the Duke of S of- 
folke, and *ke Duke of ‘Buckingham, the Cardmall, andDame £1- 
nor Cobh am, led with the Officers, and then enter to them the T>uk* 
of York ? M tke Earles °f s * lul} ury and Warwicke. 

Kmg.Suna forth Dame Elnor fobham Dutches of Glofter,zn& 
hearc the fcntence pronounced againft thee for thefe treafons, 
that thou haft commuted gainft V$,our State and Peeres. 

Firft for thy hainous crime, thou fhalc two dayes in London 
do pennance barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white fheete about 
thy body, and a waxe Taper burning in thy hand. That done, 
thou (halt be banifhed for euer into the Ifle of Man, there to end 
thy wretched daies ; and this is our fentence irreuocable. Away 
with her. 

Elnor . Euen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

Exit fome with Elnor. 

King.Gteew not noble Vnckle,butbe thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had pourde his vengeance on thy head, 

Forher offences that thou heldft fo deare. 

Humph . Oh gracious Henry, giue me leaue a while, 

Toleaue your Grace, and to depart away. 

For forrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to fwell. 

And therefore good my Lord,let me depart. 

■Sfwjr.With all my hart good vnckle,wh€ you pleal'e 
Yet ere thou go t(\,Humfrey refigne thy ftaffe. 

For Henry willbenomoreprote&ed. 

The Lord fhall be my guide both for my land and me, 

D Humph. 
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Hum. My ftaffe, I noble H enry, my life and all. 

My ftaffe, l yeelde as willing to be thine, 

As ere thy Noble^athcr made it mine » 

And euen as willing at thy feece 1 leaue it. 

As others would ambitioufly receiue it. 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, ftand vp and go in peace, 

No leflebelou’dofvs, then when 

Thou wertProtc&or ouer this my land. Exit blofltr, 

Qucene. Take vp the ftaffe, for heerc it ought to ftand. 
Where fhould it be, but in King Henries hand* 

Yorks . Pleafe it your Maicftic, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweene the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleale. . > 

King. Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

Enter at one doore the Armourer and hie neighbours fanning to bin 
fo much that he is drunken , and he enters with a drum before hm, 
and his ftaffe with afandbag fa/iened to it, and at the other dm 
his man with a drum and ftndbag, and Vrentifes drinking to hm. 

i Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to youinacup 
of Sacke ; and fears not neighbor, you (hall do well enough. 

a Neigh. And here neighbor,here’s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere, neighbor dnnh 
and be merry, and fcave not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith lie pledge you all, 
AndafiggeforPcter. 

1 Pren, Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not attraid.. 

a 7 ren. Here Peter, here’s a pinte of Claret wine for thee. 

2 Pren. And here’s a quart for me,and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy mafler, fight for credit of thePrentifcs. 

Peter. 1 thankeyou all, but lie drinke no more: 

Heere Robin, and if I dye, heere I giue thee my hammer, 

And W»H thou (halt haue roy aperne: and heere T otn, 



Yorke and Lane Alter. 

Take all the money that I haue. 

oLordbleffe me I pray God, for I amneuer able to deale with 
mv mafter, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. 

™ Satis. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blowcs. 

Strra, what’s thy name ? 

Pet. Peter forfooth. 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

S:?humpc, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 
dm. Here’s to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will cell you my mindc ; for I am 
come hither as it were ofmy mans inftigation,to proue my felfe 
an honeft man, and Peter a knaue :and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, as Beuis of South-hampton fell vppon Af- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, 1 told you hee’s in his fence already. 

Alarmes, Peter hits him on the head and fels him • 
t Arm. Hold Peter, 1 confefle, T reafon,trcafon. He dies. 

Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kneels dome 

Pren. Ho well done Peter. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that Traitor from our fight. 

For by his death we do perceiue his guilt. 

And God in iuftice hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit 

Enter Duke Humfrej and his men , in mour- 
ning cloakes. 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a docke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum, Then is that wofull houre hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way, 

Infhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abied people gazing on thy face. 

With enuiouslookes laughing at thy flume, 

Thaterft did follow thy proud Chariot whecles, 

D 2 When 



Exitomnes. 
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When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftrcetcs* 

Enter Dame Liner Mam bare-foote, and a white jheete about her, 
with a waxe Candle in her hand , and verfes written on her backs & 
find on, and accompanied with the Sherifes of London ,and Sir Iohn 
Standly, and Officers ,wtth Ms and Holbards. 

Serntnr . My gracious Lord,fee wher my Lady comes, 
pleafe it your grace,weele take her trom the Sheriftcs.'" 

Humph. 1 charge you for your liues ftir not a foote, 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere. 

But let them do their office as they fhould. 

einor. Come you my Lord to fee my open lhame ? 

Ah Glofter, now thou doft penance too. 

See how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads, and pointing at thee heere. 

Go get thee gone, and hide thee from their fights, 

And in thy pent v p ftudy tue my (hame. 

And ban thine enemies. Ah mine and thine. 

Hum. Ah Neltfweei Nell , forget this extreme gnefc. 

And beare it patiently to eafc thy heart, 

einor. Ah Glofter,teach me to forget ray felte, 

For whilft I thinke lam thy wedded Wife, 

The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart. 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender feete, 

And when 1 ftart,the cruell people laugh. 

And bids me be aduifed how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Malde vp in fhame,with papers on my back*. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and liue ? 

Sometime ile fav I am Duke Humphry s wife* 

And he a Prince, Proteflor of the land, 

But fo he rulde,and fuch a Prince he was. 

As he flood by,whilft 1 his fore-lorne putchefle 
Was led with fhame,and made a laughing ftockc. 
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c , n ,.\A I attempt to refcue thee from hence, 
iffiould incurre the danger of the law, 

And thv difgrace would not be fliaddowed to. 

Einor. Be thou milde,and flit not at my difgrace, 

Vntill the axe of death hang ore thy head. 

As (hortly fore it will.For Suffolke he, 

The new made Duke, that may do all in all 
With her that loues him fo,and hates vs all, 

\nd impious Torhe, and Bewford that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymde bufhes to betray thy wings. 

And flye thou how thou canft,they will entangle thee. 

1 Enter a Herald of Armes. 

Herald , I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Par lament, 
holden at S. Edmonds -Bury fate firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parllament,and our confent neucr craude 

Thereinbefore. This is 

Well, we will he there. Exit Her am 

Matter Sheriffe, I pray proceede no further againft my 
Lady, then the courfe of law extends; 

Sher. Pleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end. 

And I muft deliuer her to Sir lohn Stanly. 

To be conduced into the Ifle of Man, 

HumfreyMuft you fir Iohn conduft my Lady ? 

Standly .1 my gracious Lord,for fo it is decreed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir Iohn,vfe her nere the worfe. 

In that Iintreate you to vfeher well. 

The world may fmile againe,and I may liue 
To do you fauour.if you do it her. 

And fo fir John farewell, 

Einor. What gone my Lord, and bid not me farewel ; 

Humph. Witneffe my bleeding heart, I cannot flay to fpeake e 

Exit Htmfrey and his men. 

Einor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth Duke Humfrty now forfake me too ? 

Then let me hafte from out faire Englands bounds, 

Come Standly come, and let vs hafte away, . 

D. j'; StdndljUf 








iwpi. l^w. 

T^ contention of the wo [morn Houfes t 

Standly. Madam let’s go vnto Come houfc hcereby. 

Where you may fhift your felfc before we go* 

Elnor Ah good fir lohn, my fhame cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with cafting off my fhecte : 

But comeletvs go,mafter Sheriffie farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou fhouldft. 

Exit omes 

Enter to the Parliament. 

Enter two Heralds before, then the Duke of Buckingham, the Dukecf 
Suffelke , and then the DukeofTorke,andthe Cardinal ofwinebe. 
fier, and then the King and the Queene, and then the Earle of Sit ■ 
ltshury,and the Earle of fVarwickf . 

King. I wonder our V nklc Glofter ftayes fo long. 

Queene. Can you not fee ? or will you not perceiue. 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfe himfelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is paft. 

That none fo humble as Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one meete him cucn in the morne. 

When eucry one will giuc the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs* 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopes,erying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were their King ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it paffe,and call’t a Womans feare. 

My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Y orke, 

Difproue my allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeeches, if you can reproue me, 

I will fubferibeand fay, I wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. Well hath your G race forefeene into that Duke, 

And if I had beene licenc’d firft to fpeake, 

I thinke I fbould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth runnes the brooke, whereas the ftreame is deepeft 
\ .. • • • • " 



No. 



T orke and Lancaster. 

N o, no, my Soueraigne, Glofter is a man 

Vnfounded yet, and tall of deepe decette. 

Vnlounac y £nterthe Du f eo f Somerfet. 

King. Welcome Lord Somerfet, what newes from France ? 
Sower. Cold newes my Lord, and this it is. 

That all your holds and Townes within thofe Territories 
Is ouercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

Cold newes indeede LordSomeriet, 

butGods will bee done. 

Torke. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of F ranee,. 

Eucn as I haue of fertile England. 

Enter ‘Duke Humfrey. 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that 1 haue ftaide fo long* 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too foone, 
Vnleffethou proue more loyall then thou art, 

Wc do arreft thee on high T reafon heere. 

Hum. Why Suffolkes Duke thou (halt not fee me blufh. 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accufers ? 

Torke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Fracc, 
And ftopt the foldiers of their pay, 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France* 

Hum. Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo ? 
So God me helpe, as 1 haue watchc the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill. 

That peny that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againft me at the judgement day.. 

I neuer rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mine owne proper coft 
Haue I fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Becaufe I would notracke the needic Commons. 

Car. In your Protcdtorfhip you did dcuife 
Strange torments for offenders,by which mcanes 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannie. 

Hum. Why tis well knownc,that whilft I was Protedfor 
Piety was all the fault that was in me ; 

A tr.uuhever or foule feloniousTheefe, 

That 
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The contention of the two fame tie Houfes, 
That robs and murders filly paflcngers, 

I torturd ab.oue the rate of common law# 

Stiff. Tufh my Lord, thefe be things of no account. 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreftthee on high treafon heere, 

And commit thee to my good Lord C ardinall, 

Vntill fuch time as thou canft deare thy felfe. 

King. Good vnckle obey to his arreft, 

I haueno doubt but thou (halt cleare thy felfe, 

My confcience tels me thou art innocent. 

Hum Ah gracious Henry , thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferies. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake. 

But I am made the Prologue to their play* 

And thoufands more mull follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their Hues deftru&ion. 

Suffolkgs hatefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bexvfords fiery eyes fhewes his enuious minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes bevtraies his cruel thoghts. 
And dogged Torke that leuels at the Moone, 

Whofc ouerweening arme I haueheld backe. 

A 11 you haue ioyn’d t o betray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftrcffc, 
Caufleflc haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

1 fhpll not want falfe witnefles enough, 

That fo amongft you.you may haue my life. 

The Prouerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

S^.Doth he not twit our foueraigne Lady here. 

As if that fhe with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn’d or hired Come to fweare againft his life, 
Ou. But I can giue the lofer leaue to fpeake. 
Hum.YiLX truer fpoke then meant, I lofe indeed, 
Befhrew the winners hearts, they play me falfe. 

Buck. Heele wreft the fence,and keepe vs here al day 
My Lord of Winchefter,fee him fent away. 

Car. Who’s within there i Take iti Duke Humfrey, 



A 
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r ec him garded fure within my houfe. 

h,thus King Henry cafts away his crouch, 

his watchful! (hepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who (hall bite him firft, 
pnrwellmy foueraigne, long maift thou enioy 
Thv fathers happy daies,frcefrom annoy. 

; Exit Humfrey with the Cardinals men. 

giug.Uy Lord»,what to your wifdom* ihal feembeft 
Do and vndo as if our felfe were heere. 

0#.What,wil your highnefie leaue the Pailament e 
Kfng.\ Margaret is kiid with griefe, 

Wheeve 1 may lit and figh inendleifc mone, 
hor who’s a T raitor,Glofter he is none. 

Sxtc KtngJSaltskury and, iParveicke. 

2»,Then fit we downe againe my Lord C ardinall. 
Strike, Buckingham Torke and Somerfet. 

Let vsconfult of proud Duke Humfries fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety of our King and Common-wealth. 

Suf.Knd fo thinke I Madam, for as you know. 

If our King Henry had fhooke hands with death, 

Duke Humfrey then would lookc to be our King: 

And it may be by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to pafle the thing which how we doubt. 

The Foxe barkes not when he would fteale the Lamb, 
But if we take him ere he do the deed. 

We (hould not queftion if that he (hould Hue. 

Torke No,let him die , hi that he is a Fox, 

Leal! that in liuing he offend vs more. 

Cdr.Then let him die before the Commons know. 
For feare that they do rife in armes for him. 

JVl^.Then do it fodainly my Lords. 

Stiff. Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge & mine, 
Cw.Agreed,for hee's already kept within my houfe. 

Enter a (JMeffenger . 
is«.How now firrha,what newes ? 








The contention ofthe two famous Houfes, 

cJM<rj/«;.Madamc,I bring you newcsfrom Ireland, 

The wilde Onele my Lords,is vp inarmes. 

With troupes of Irilh Kernes, that vncontrolde 
Doth plant themfelues within the Englilh pale. 

And burnesand fpoiles the Country as they go. 

Qu . What redrefle (hall we haue for this,My Lords ? 

Torke.' fwere good that my Lord of Somerfct 
That fortunate Champion were fent ouer. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Irilhmen, 

He did lb much good when he was in France. 

Sower. Had Torke bene there with all his farre fetchc 
Pollicies,he might haue loft as much as I. 

Torke. I,for Y orke would haue loft hislife, before 
That France {hould haue reuol&ed from Englands rule. 

Somer. I fo thou mightft,and yet haue gouem’d worfe then I, 
7or^e.What,worfe then naught? then a fhame take all* 
Somer. Shame on thy felfe,that wilhcth lhame* 
£?»cc».Somerfet forbeare,good Yorke be patient,. 

And do thou take in hand to croffc the leas. 

With troopes of armed men,to quell thepride 
Ofthofe ambitious Irifh that rebell. 

Torke. \NzW Madame, fith your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue fome bandes of chofen foldiers. 

And Yorke {hall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

Queen, Yorke thou (halc.My Lord of Buckingham, 

Letit be it yout charge to mufter vp fuch foldiers 
As {hall fuffice him in thefe needfull warres. 

2?«c£.MadameI will,and leuic fuch a band 
As foone fhall ouercome thofe Irifh Rebels. 

But Y orkc,where fhall thofe Soldiors ftay for thee ? 

Torke. At Briftow,I’le expeft them ten daies hence. 
Swc^Then thither Ihallthey. come, and fo far well. 

Exit Bucks 

Torke. Adieu my Lord of Buckingham. 
^#fftt.SufFolke,rernembcr what you haue to do. 

And you Lord Cardinall,con«erning Duke Humfrey . 

T’were good that y ou did ice to it in time, 

Ctnt 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Henry VI. Parts 2 & 3 (STC 26101) LONDON, 



Yorke and Lancafier. 

rvme let vs eo.that it may be perform'd. 

® Exit omncs fJHanet Torky. 

Torte* Now Yorke bethinke thy felfe,and rouzc thee vp. 
Take time wfailft it is offered thee fo faire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T'was men I lackt,and now they giue them me, 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 

I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kencifhman, 

John Cade o f JJhfrrd, 

Voder the title of Iohn Mortimer, 

(Tor he is like him cuery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion,and by that mcanes 
I {hall perceiuc how the common people 
Doaffedf the claime and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fucccfle in his affaires, 

From Ireland then comes Yorke agatne. 

To reape the harueft which that coyftrill lowed. 

Now if he (hould be taken and condemn’d, 

Hee’l nerc confeflc that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ile fend him word, 

, To put in pra&ife and to gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone he may begin 

T o rife in armes with troopes of country fwaines, 

To hdpehimto performe this enterprise. 

And then Duke Humfrey, he well made away. 

None then can ftop the light to Englands Crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 

Exit Torke. 



Then the Curtaines being dr atone, Duke Humfrey is difeottered in his 
bed, and two men lying on hie brefi , and fmotherwg him in hie bed. 
And then enter the Duke of Sujfo/ke to them. 

SttjfHov/ now firs, what haue you difpatcht him? 

One. I my Lord,hee’s dead I warrant you. 

Snjf.Thcn fee the doathes laid fmoothe about him ftill. 

That when the King comes.hc may percciue 
No other ,but that he dide of his owne accord. 

E 2 *.AU 
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* . AH things is handfome now my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw the Curtaines againc and get you gon. 

And you (hall haueyourfirme reward anon. 

1 Exit mmherfrt, 

Enter the King and Quetne.jhe Duke of Buckingham, andtheD 
ofSomerfet,and the Cardinal. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Glofter, 

Tell him this day we will that he do cleere himfelfe. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. , Mxit Suffolke . 

K. And good my Lords proceed no further gamft our vncklc, 
Then by iuft proofe you can afSrme ? 

For a* the fucking childe or harmleffe Lambe, 

So is he innocent of treafon to our State. 

Enter Suffolke . 

How now Suffolke, where s out Vnclde# 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord of Glofters dead. 

The Kingfals in a found. 

Queens. Aye me, the King is dead : helpe, helpe, my Lords. 
Suf Comfort my Lord, gracious comfort. 

King. What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid me comfort i 
Came he euen now to fing a Raucns note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren* 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce. 

Can fatisfie my greefes, or cafe my heart ? 

Thou balefull melTenger out of my fight. 

For euen in thine cye-bals murther fits ; 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 

And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

gueea. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffolkc thus r 
As if that he had caufd Duke Humfries death ? 

The Duke and I too you know were enemies. 

And y’had beft fay that I did murther him. 

King. Ah woe is me for wretched Glofters death. 

Qu. Be woe for me more wretched then he was ; 

What doft thou turne away and hide thy face ? 

I am no loathfome Leaper,lookc ou-rae. 

Was 1 for this nigh wrackt vponthefea. 



of Torke and Loncalier. 

, t t, r * lCC by aukw ard winds driuen back fro Englads bounds? 

I mightit bode, but that well foretelling 

Winds faid, Seeke not afeprpions neft. 

* Enter the Earles oflt^armcke& Salts bury, 

jfr arr My Lord, The Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees, 
Jun vp and downe, caring not whom they fting, 
loreood Duke Humfries death, whom they report 
obe murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

King. That he is dead good Warwicke,is too true, 

But how he dyed God knowcs.not Henry. 

par. Enter his priuy chamberjmy Lord, and view the body. 
Good father ftay you with the rude multitude, till I returne. 
Salisb. I will fonne. Exit Salisbury 

Warwick? dr awes the Curtaines , and fhewes Duke Hum - 
frey m his bed. 

King. Ah Vnkle Glofter,heaucn receiue thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henries ioy now thou art gone. 

War. Now by his foule that tooke our (nape Yponhim,. 

To free vs from his Fathers dreadfull curfe, 
lam refolu’d that violent hands were laidc 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull oath, fworne with a folemne tongue* 

What inftance giues Lord lE'anaicke for thefe words ? 

War.Oh haiic I feenea timely parted Ghoft, 

J Of afhy femblance, pale and bloodleffe; 

| But loe the blood is fetled in his face, 

f More better coloured then when he liu’d. 

f His well proportion'd beard made rough and fterne. 

If His fingers fpred abroad as one that graipt for life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifd, the leaft of thefe are probable, 

It cannot choofc but he was murthered. 

^.Suffolke, and the Cardinall had him in charge, 

And they I truft fir,arc no mur therers. 

War. 1, but tis well knowne they were nothis friends 3 
And tis well feene he found fonre enemies, 

Card. But haue ye no greater proofes then thefe ? 

War, Who fees a heyfer deadand bleeding frefh, 

&. 3: Ana 
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And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpedl twashe that made the daughter ? 

Who finds the Partridge in the putcockesneft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloody beake ? 

Euen fo fufpitious is this Tragedy. 

SI ** Are you the Kyte Bedford, where's his talents? 

Is Suffolk? the butcher, where’s his knife ? 

Suffolk?. I wear no knife to {laughter fleepingmen. 

Yet here’s a vengefuil fword rufted with eafe^ 

That (hall be lcoured in his rancorous heart. 

That (landers me with murthers Crimfon badge. 

Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwickftiire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humfries death. 

Exit Cardinal 

fT^r.What dares not Warwick?, if falfe Suffolk? dare him ? 
Qu,. He dares not calme his contumelious Ipirit, 

Nor ceafc to be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolk? dare him t-wenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be ftill, with reuerence may 1 fay it. 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence. 

Is {lander to your royal! Maiefly. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some ({erne vntutor’dChurle, and Noble ftocke 

Was graft with Crab- tree flip, whofe fruitc thou art. 

And neuer of the Neuels noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee. 

And Ifhould rob the deathfman of his fee. 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand frames ; 

And that my foueraignes prefence makes mee mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees 
Make theecraue pardon for thy palled fpeech, * 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 

That tnou thy felfe was borne in baftardy. 

And after all this featefuH homage done. 



of Yorke and LMcaller. 

Glue thee thy hire, and fend thee downe to hell, 

Pernitious blood-fucker offleeping men. 

1 S ,s Thou {bouldft be waking whilft I Ihed thy blood, 

If from this prefence thou dare go with mee. 

War. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 

^Warwick? puls him out. 

Exit Warwick? and Suffolk ?, and then all the Commons within , cries, 
downs with Suffolk ?, downe with Suffolk e. And then enter againe % 
the Duk? of Suffolk? and Warwick?, with their weapons drawne. 
King. Why how now Lords i 
Suff. The traiterous Warwick?, with the men of Btrrj i 
Set all vpon me mightie Soueraignc, 

The Commons againe cries, downe with Suffolk?, downs with 
Suffolk?. And then enter from them , the Earle 
cf Salisburie. 

Salisb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me. 

That vnleffe falfe Suffolke here be done to death, 
OrbandhedfaireEnglands Territories, 

That they will erre from your highnefle perfon : 

They fay by h’rm the good Duke Humfrey dyed. 

They fay by him they feare the ruine of the Realise, 

And therefore if you loue your fubie&s weale. 

They wifh you to banifh himfrom forth the land, 

Suf. Indcecftis like. the Commons, rude vnpolifht hindes • 
Would fend fuch meffage to their Soueraignc : 

But you my Lord were glad to be imploy’d, 

To try how quaint an Orator you. were: 

But all the honour Salsbury hath got*;. 

Is, that he was she Lord Embaflador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to theKing. The Commons cryetl 
_ an anfw ere from the Ktngmy Lord of Salsbury, 

Kmg.GooA Salsbury go backe againeto them. 

Tell them we thanke them all for their kinde care. 

And had I not bene cited thus by their meanes, 
if L !r ^ onc Therefore heere Ifwearc y 

be found to breathe in-anyplace 
aete I haue rule, but three dayes more,hedics. Exit Salsbury 
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Qu.O\\ Henry } tcueth the doomeof gentle Suffolkes bailiff, 

ment. 

King. Vugfeiulc Queene to call him gentle Suffolk, e, 

Speake not for him,for in England he fhall net reft. 

If I fay,I may relent, but if I fweare,it is irreuocable. 

Come good tVarwicke,znd go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King aud IParwicke, Manet ffu.and Suffolk, e. 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two ofyou,the diuell make the third. 

Fie womanilh man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

Stiff. h plague vpon them, wherefore fhould I curfe them i 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words. 

Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end, as one diftraught, 

And euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breake. 
Should I not curfe thcm.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe then gall,the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft fhade a groue of Cyprefle trees. 

Their fofeeft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their mufickc frightfull,likc the ferpeneshifle. 

And boding fcritch owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. 

^ Enough fweetc Suffolkejhou torments thy felfc. 

Suff. You bad' me ban, and will you bid me ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am banifht from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters night. 

And ftanding naked on a Mountaine top. 

Where by ting cold would neucr let grafle grow. 

And thinke it but a minute fpent in (port. 



Yorke andLaxcotter. 

OaeeneNo more.Sweete Sufolkehic theehence.to France s 
/>rhue where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
n e haue an Irilh that (haft finde thee out, 

? ' , lone thou (halt not flay, but ile haue thee repeald. 

Or venter to be banifhed my felfc. 

Oh let this kifle be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feeft it,thou maift thinke onrne. . 

Away I fay .that I may feele my griefe. 

Lit is nothing whilft thou ftandeft heere. 

Suffolke. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times bamlhcd, 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Vmfe . 

Queene .How now, whither goes V nefe fo faft ? 

Vatvfe. To fignific vnto his Maiefty, 

ThatCardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad, 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtes Ghoft, 

And whifpers to his Pillow as to him. 

And fometimes he cals to fpeakc vnto the King, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, ^ 

That euen now he caid aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good Vawfe and ccrtine tM King. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men muft die, 

And woe am I for Bemfords heauy end. 

But why mourne 1 for him, whilft thou art heere ? 

S weete Suffolke hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou lure muft die. 

SujfMd if I go I cannot Hue : but heere to die. 

What were it elfe,but like a pleafaftt flumberin thy lap i 
Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as mildc and gentle as the new borne babe, 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips. 

Where from my fight Iifhould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thy body, 

F and 



I ■ 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

And then it liu’d in fweetc Elyziam, 

By thee to dic,werc but to dye in ieaft. 

From thee to dye,were torment more then death. 

Oh, let me ftay .befall what may befall. 

Queene Oh mightft thou ftay with fafety of thy life, 

Then fhouldft thou ftay, but heauens deny it. 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald, 

Szff.l goe. 

Queene. And take my heart with thee. 

She kiffeth him. 

Stiff. A icwclllockt into the wofulft caskc, 

That eucr yet containd a thing of worth, 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo funder we. 

This way fall I to death. Exit Suffolk^. 

Queene . This way for me. Exit Queene. 

Enter King and Salisbury, and then the Curtaines be dr aw tie, and the 
ffardtnall is difeouered m hts bed, ratting and flaring as if he were 



C<*r.Oh death, if thou wilt let me liue but one whole yeare, 
I’le giue thee as much gold as will purchafc fuch another Ifland. 

King.O\\ffecmy Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled) 
Lord Cardinall, remember Chrift muft fauc thy foule. 

Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would you haue me to do then ? 

Can I make men liue whether they will or no ? 

Sirra,go fetch me the poylon which the Pothicary fent me. 
Oh, fee where Duke Httmfries ghoft doth ftand. 

And ftares me in the face.Looke,looke,coame downe his haire, 
So now hee’s goneagaine : Oh,oh,oh. 

Sal.See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 

King. Lord Cardinall, if thou dieft allured of heauenly bliffe, 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome fignetovs. Car. diet. 

Oh fee he dyes, and makes no figne at all. 

Oh God forgiue his foule. 

Sal . So bad an end did neuer none behold, 

But as his death, fo was his life in all. 



Yorke and Lane utter, 

King.Voxbcut to iudgc,good Salsbury forbearc, 

For God will iudge vs all. 

r o take him hence, and fee his funerals perform d. 
u 1 Exitomnes . 

AJ^mes within and the Chambers bee difeharged, like as it were et 
A fohtatfea. And then enter the ffaptaine of the fhff, and the Ma- 
ffer and the M afters mate, and the D»kg of Suffolke difgutfed,ani j 
others witkhim,& Water whickmore. 

Yap Bring forward thefe prifoners that fcom’d toyecld, 

Vnlade their goods with lpeed,and fincke their (hip. 

Here Matter, this prifoner I giue iff you. 

This other, the Matters mate (nail haue. 

And l^ater ivhtckmore thou (halt haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfome ere they paffc. 

Suffolke. Water \ Heftarteth, 

Water. How now,what doft feare me i 

Thou lhalt haue better caufe anon. 

Saff.lt is thy name affrights me, not thy felfe. 

Ido remember well,a cunning wizzard told me. 

That by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded. 

Is G (taller, not Walter. 

Walter . Gualter or Water,aPs one to me, 
lam theman muft bring thee to thy death. I 

Sttff . I am aGentleman,lookc on my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt, it fhall be paid. 

Walter. I loft mine eye in boording of the (hip, 

And therefore ere 1 Merchant-like fell blood for gold. 

Then caft me headlong downe into the fea. 
i.Prifm . But what fhall our ranfomes be i 
Mat. A hundred pounds a peece ey ther pay that or dye. 
i.frifoti. Then laue our liues,tt (hall be paide, 

9* at er. Come fir r a. thy life (hall be the ranlomc I wil haue. 

St*[ f.Stay villaine,thy ptifoner is a Prince, 

Fa * The il. 




The contention of the tm famous Houfes^ 

The Duke of Suffolke,Wfi/4>« de la Pole. 

£*p.The Duke of Suffolkc folded vp in rags. 

Sttff. I fir, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke, 

Iohc fometime went difguifde,and why not I ? 

Cfp.l,but lone was neuer flaine as thou (halt be, 

S* jy.Bafelady grootne,King Henr.es blood. 

The honourable blood of Lancajker , 

Cannot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwainc, 

I am fent ambaffador for the Queene to France, 

Icharge thee waffe me crofle the channell fafe. 

Cap, lie waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence, 
And on our long boates fide,chop off his head, 

Suff. Thou dar’ft not for thine owne. 
pip. Yes Pole. 

Suffolkc, Pole. 

Cap. I Po/tfjpuddle, kennell,finke and durt, 

He Hop that yawning mouth of thine, 

Thofe lips of thine that fo oft haue kift the •’ 

Queene, fhall fweepe the ground,and thou that 
Smild'ft at good Duke Humfrtes death, 

Shalt liue no longer toinfeft the earth. 

5«jfo%.This-villaine being but Captains of a Pinnist, . 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradant 
The great Macedonian Pyratc, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me; 

Cap.l but my deeds lhall ftay thyTury foone. 

Suffolk?. Haftnot thou waited at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted with Queene Margaret ? 

Hafl not thou kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop t 
and bare-head plodded by my footclooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when 1 lmitde on thee f 
This hand hath writ in thy defence. 

Then (hall I charme thee,hold thy lauifli tongue. 

Cap. Away with him (Tater, Ifay,and off with his Head. ■ 
r.Prifon.Gooi my Lord.entreate hiromildly for your life* 
SufflVitfi. let this ttecke ftoupe co (hoaxes edge. 

Before this knee do bow to anyy 



Torke and LaucaB et • 

- . ,A the God of heauen,and to my King : ‘ 
tongue cannot plead . 

T ° ttr ‘cotefcomT'irhy do we let Kim fpeake ?-■ 

Tlonc m haueSis head fo, ranfome of mine eye. 

* Sttff A Swordar and Bandetto flaue . 

£^LXJSdIu.msCxfa, 

And Suffolke dyes by Pirates on t c Suffolk? and Water. 

Cap. Oft with his head, and fend it to the Qneene, 

And ranfomleffe this prifoner (lialt go free. 

To fee it-fafc deliucred vnto her. E xit owner. 

Enter two of the Rekels with long fiaues. 

CW. Come away Nicke, and put a long ftaffe m *yfike & 
prouide thy felfc, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp this two 

Then they had more neede to go to bed now, 

But firra George, what’s the mattet ? ’ ,, 

Ceorre, Why fitra.Iack Cade the Dier of Aftiford heere, 

He meanes to turne this land, and fet a new nap on t. 

A Me. I marry he had need fo, for tis growne thred-barc, 
Twas neuer merry world with vs, fince thefe Gentlemen came 

\orge. I warrant thee thou (bah neuer fee a Lord wcare a lea- 
ther apron now a-daies. 

Mcljr.But firra,who comes elfebefideldcke Cade ?« 

Georee. Why there’s Dicke the butcher, and Robin theSadkr, 
and Will that came a wooing to our Nan laft Sunday,and Harry 
and Tom, and Gregory that fhould haue your Parnill 3 & a great 
fort more is come fromRochefter.and from Maid ftone St . Can- 
terbury,and all the towncs hereabouts, and we mud be al Lords 
or Squires,affoone as lacke Cade is King. 

Nick?. Harke,harke,I heare theDrum, thcybecomming. 
Enter lack? Cade, ‘Dicke Butcher , Rohm, Will , Term, 
Harrt.and.the reft with Idngftnues*. 




The contention of the two famout Hottjes , 

fade. Proclaime filencc. 

All. Silence. 

Cade. I Iohn Cade, fo named for my valiancy. 

Dicke. Or rather for ftealing of a cade of fprats. 

Cade. My father, was a Mortimer. 

Dicke. He was an honeft man,and a good bricke-Iayer. 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Nicke. She was a Pcdlers daughter indeed,& fold many I aC cs 

Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’d packe ' 
She wafheth buckes vp and downe the countrey. 

Cade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vndera 
hedge, becaufe his father had no other houfe but the cage. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That's true, I know he can endure any thing. 

For I haue feene him whipt two market dayes togither. 

Cadr. I feare neither fword nor fire. 

Will. He neede not feare the fword, for his coate is of proofs, 

Dicke. But methinkes he fhould feare the fire, being fo often 
burnt in the hand,for ftealing of ftiecpe. 

Cade. T herefore be braue,for your Captain is braue,& vowei 
reformation : you fliall haue feuen halfepeny loaues for a penny, 
and the three hoopt pot fhall haue ten hoopes, and it fhalbefel* 
lony to drink e fmall beere, if I be King, as King I will be. 

All. God fane your Maiefty. 

Cade. I thankeyou good people, you fliall all eate anddrinke 
of my fcore, and go all in my liuery ; and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the T ally.and there (hall be no lawes but fuch 
as come from my mouth, 

Dicke. Wee fhall haue fore lawes then, for he was thruft into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. land (linking law too, for his breath flinkes fo, that one 
cannot abide it. 

Enter Will with the Clarke ofChattam. 

Will. Oh Captaine,a prize. 

C^de. Who’s that Will} 

Will. The Clarke of Chattam,he can write and reade and call 

account) 



Tor ke and Lane alter. 

unt I tooke him feiting of boyes copies, and he has a book 
* c f° oocket with red letters. 

ci. Zounds he’s a Coniurcr, bring him hither. 

,1 fir what’s your name ? 

Clarke. Emanuell fir.and it (hall pleafe ye. 

Vicke'.h w'U go hard with you 1 tell ye, 
rnrthev vfe to write that ore the top of Letters* 

Cede. What do ye vfe to write your name ? Or do you as anci- 
f „, forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally ? 

Clark*. Nay truly fir, I praife God 1 haue bene fo wel broght 
vp . that lean write mine owne name. 

^ Cade Oh he has confeft, go hang him with hts pen and mke- 
horne about his necke. Exit one with the Clarke. 






Tom. Captaine, Newes ,ne wes.fir Humfrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he ? 

7 flW.No.no, he’s but a Knight. . 

Cade. Why then to equall him. He make my felfe Knight. 
Kneele downe John Mortemer, 



Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Kni gbts ? 

Tom. I his brother. 

Cade. Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him. 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now found vp the drum. 



Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford and his 'Brother, with 
Drum and Soldiers . 

Cade, As for thefe filken coated flaues, I pafle not a pin* 

Tis coyou good people that I fpeake. 

Stff, Why Country-men, what meaneyou thus in troopes # . 
To follow this rebellious Traitor Cade? 

Why his Father was a brick -layer. 

Cede. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then? 

Hut I come of the Mortemers. 
toff. 1, the Dukeof Y orkc hath taught you that. 
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ThccMtentmtf thetrcoofmous Htufes, 

Cade. The Duke of Y orke, nay I learnt it my felfe. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of March, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter. 

Staf. Well, that’s true : But what then * 

Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. That* s falfe. 

fade. I, but I fay tis true. 

AH. Why then tis true. 

Cade. And one of them was ftoine away by abegger-womas 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

Nicke.H&y looke you, I know was true ; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickes arc aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for hit 
fathers fake, in whofc time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 
FrenchCro wnes, lam contentthat he Aiall be King as long as 
Tie liucs : marry alwaies prouided,Ile be Protestor ouer him. 

Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wed’ll haue the Lord Sayes head, and the 
Duke of Somerfets, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of uimj 
and Mayne, and felling the Townes in France: hy which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer lince,and gone as it were with* 
crutch, but that my puiflance held it vp, And befidcs, they cm 
fpeake French,and therefore they are Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prethee i 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that ipeakes with the tongue of an enemy bea 
good fubiedf ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vntothe Kings mer* 
cy ,and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds ? 

Cade, Nay, bid the King come to me and he will, and then lie 
pardon him, or otherwaies ilehauehis Crowne tell him, «* * 
be long. 

Staf. Go Herald, proclaimc in all the Kings Townes, 

That thofe that will fbrfake the Rebel! Cade, 

Shall 



wen, 

Exttomnes. 




Torke And Lemcaft er« 

S^all h* ue ^ cc P ardou from l " S Mdl ^ Exit Stafford andhie 
Cade. Come firs.S.George for vs and Kent. Exit m 

Atarmes to the batted, where fir Eumfrey Stafford and hie brother 
Al are fothflaine. Then enters lacke Cade 

ajraMt, and the refi* / 

r j cir Dickc Butcher, thou haft. fought to day moft vali- 

Cade. Sir D,c “ c , . ’ n as jf t hou hadft bin in thy {laugh- 

^houfe and thus I will reward thee : The Lent fiiall bee as 

tog “if ' « “«1 i*ch £ 

“I 5* ,fc K*g the 

Dukf ofSuffolkes bead, and the Lord Say, 
with others. 

Ring. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flame, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me. 

He come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftay,Ilereade the Letter once againe ; 

Lord Say, lacke Cade hath folemnly vow d to haue thy head. 
Sat. I.but I hope your highnefle (hall haue his. 

K,ne. How now Madam, ftiU lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Louc if I had bin dcad,thou woldft 

not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

Qu. No my louc, I ftiould not mourne, but dye for thee. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarkc, 

And haue almoftwonnc the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rebell Cade, hath fworne 
To crowne himfelfc King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flye my Lord,and poll toKillingworth. 

King. Go bid Buckingham and C lifford, gather 
An army vp, and meete with the Rebels. 

G Come 
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The contention of the two famous Iloufes, 

Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth, 

Come on Lord Say go thou along with vs. 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee out. 

Say . My innocence my Lord fhall pieade for me. 

And therefore with your highnefl'c leauc,Ilc flay behind, 
King.Euen as thou wilt my Lord Say •• 

Come Madam, let vs go. Exitonm ti 



Enter the Sord Skayles vpon the Tower 
walks walking , 

L. Skayles. How now, is Iacke Cade flaine ? 

I .fit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing all thofe that withftand them. 

The Lord Mayor crauechaide ofyour honor from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Lord Skit. Such aide as I can fpare, you {hall command. 

But I am troubled heere with them my felfe,. 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower,. 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffie : 

Fight for your King, your Countrey, and yourliues. 

And fo farewell,for 1 muft hence againe.. 

Exit omti, 

Enter Iacke Cade, and the refi,and fir ikes his J word vpon 

London fl one. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command. 

That the firft y eare of our reignei 

The pilling Cundit run nothing but red wine. 

And no w henceforward, it fhall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortemer. < 




Yorke and Lancafler . 

, , n Arm y gathered together into Smithfield. 

i'* s? %>>■ 

« ffitft ao on and fet London-bndge a fire. 

But W" » burnedowne the Tower too. 

And if y oU can » our Exit omnes 

Come let’s away. 

AUrmes, and then CMathew Gaffe is flaine and all the rejl 
A mt h him. Then enter Iacke Cade a- 

aaine and his company . 

Cade. So firs, now go and pull downe the : Sauoy, 

Others to the Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Cat Be it a Lordfhip Dicke, and thou fhalthaue it 

F °I)!c%.That we may go borne all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe, 

An c2 h Difke f it ftiaUbe fo,and henceforward all things fhall 

be in common, ^ 

And in Cheapfide ihall my palphrey go to grafie. 

Why ift not a referable thing , that of the skin of an ‘ 

Lambe parchment (hould be made,8i then with a little blotting 
oucr with inke.a man Ihould vndo himfelte. 

Somefaies tis thebees that fling but 1 fay tis their waxe,for 
I am fure I neuer feal’d to any thing but once, and I was ncu 

mine ownc man fince. 

Nick. But when fhall we take vp thofe commodities 

^'oilL^M^rry he that will loftily Hand to it, fliall take vp tSefe 
commodities following: Item, a gown,a kirtle, a petticoat, ana 
a fmocke. Enter George. 

Gear. My Lord, a prize, a prize,heres the Lord Say, 

Which fold the Townes in France. _ , 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thou George, thouBuckrum 
Lord,What anfwer canft thou make vnto my mightinefle, tor 
deliuering vp the T ownes in France to Mounfier bus mine cue, 

the Dolphin of France? . , 

Gj And 

* , > 







The contention ofthe two famous Houfes, 

And more then fo, thou haft moft traitoroufly ere&ed a Gram 
mar fchoole, to infe& the youth oftheRealme, andagainftthj 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mill. na v 
it will bee faide to thy face, that thou keep’ft meninthyhoo|! 
that daily reads of bookes with red letters, & talks of a Nownj 
and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable words as no Chriftian eate 
is able to endure it. 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certaine Jluftices of 
the Peace, in euery (hire, to hang honeft men that fteal for their 
liuing, and becaufe they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caufe,they were moft worthy to Hue, 
Thou rideft on afoot-cloth, doft thou not? 

Say. Yes, whatofthat? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horfe wearea 
cloak e, when an honefter man then thy fclfe, goes in his hofejj 
doublet. 

Say. You men ofKent.1 

udll. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but 'Bona terra. 

Cade. Bonum ter urn, zounds what's that ? 

"Dicke. He lpeakes French, 

Will. No tis Dutch* 

Nicke. No tis Outalian, I know it well enough.; 

Say . Kent (in the Commentaries Caefar wrote) 

Term’d it the ciuilft place of all this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me but fpeake, 

1 fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou fhake thy head fo ? 

Say. It is the palfie, and not feare that makes me. 

Cade. Nay, thou noddft thy head at vs, as who wouldftfay, 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away : 

But ile make thee fure enough now I haue thee* 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheape-fide, land choppe ofifhis 
head, and then go to Mile-end greene to fir lames Cromer his 
fon in Law, and cut offhis head too, and bring them to me vp* 
pontwo poles prefently. Away with him,. 

Exit one or twowith the Lord Say, 

There 



\ 



of Torke And Lone Alter. 

, e jjj a n n ot a Nobleman weare a head on his flioulders, 

I he (hall pay me tribute for it. 

j^r there (hall not a maide be married, but he fhall fee to mee 

Maiden-head or elfe, lie haue it my felfe : 

Marrv I will that married men {hall hold of me in capite, 

And that their wiues {hall be as free as heart can think, or toong 

Catl Enter Robin. 

MO Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 

Cad. Runne to Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 

quench it. _ , 

Enter \Dscke and a Sargeant * 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let me haue iufticc of 
this fellow hcere. 

fade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauilht my wife. 

D ick. Why my Lord he would haue refted me. 

And I went and entred my A&ion in his wiues paper houfe. 

Cade. Dicke follow thy fute in her common place. 

Yourhorfon villaine, you arc a Sergeant, youT 
Take any man by the throatefor twelue pence : 

And reft a man when he is at dinner, 

And haue him to prifon ere the meate be out on’s mouth . 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging. 
Hough him for running, and to conclude, 

Braue him with his ownemace. 

Exit with the Sargeant . 

Enter two with the Lord Sayes headland ffr James 
growers, vpon two poles. 

So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end,let them 
kiffe together. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford , the 
Earle of Cumberland. 

CUf. Why Countrey-men, and warlike friends of Kent, 

What mcanes thefe mutinous rebellions. 

That you in troopes do mufter thus your felues, 

G $ Yrider 
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The contention of the two fmousHoufes, 
V nder the conduit of this T raitor Cade ? 

To rife againft yourSoueraigne Lord and King, 

W ho mildly hath his pardon fent to you. 

If you forfake this monftrous Rebell heere ? 

If honor be the marke whereat you ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers won. 

And win againe that thing which now is loft, 

And leaue to feekeyour Countries ouerthrow. 

AU. A Clifford,a Clifford. 

They forfake Cade 

Cade. Why how now,wil you forfake your general. 
And ancient freedome which you haue poffeft? 

To bend yourneckes vnder their feruile yokes, 

Who if you ftir.will ftraight way hang you vp. 

But follow me, and you fliall pull them downe. 

And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 

All. A Cade, a Cade. 

They ran to Cade againe. 

[hf. Braue warlike friends, heare me but fpeake, 
Refufe not good whilft it is offered you : 

The King is merciful!, then yeelde to him ? 

And I my felfe will go along with you 
T o Winfore Caftle,whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 

All . A Clifford.a Clifford, G od faue the King. 

Cade. How like a feather isthisrafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe (hall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his fiaffe , 
and then flies away, 

'Buc. Go fome and make after him, and proclaim^ 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. Exit one. 



f of Yorke and Lane aider, 

Enter King Henry, and the Jffueene, and Somerfet. 

King. Lord Sommerfet, what newes heare you of the Rebell 

: ^I^.This my gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done to 
j eat h and the City is almoft fackt. 

£■’ Gods will be done,for as he hath decreed, fo muftit be: 
And be as he pleafe,to ftop the pride of thofe rebellious men. 

6)n. Had the noble Duke of Suffolkebenealiue, 

TheWebell Cade had bene fuppreftere this, 

And all the reft that do take part with him. 

gntertheBDuke of Buckingham and Clifford, with the Re- 
bels yvith halters about their neckes. 

Cliff. Long liue King Henry, EnglandslawfullKing: 

Loe heere my Lord, thefc Rebels are fubdude. 

And offer their liucs before your highnefle feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is their Captaine heere. 

C7*/.Nomy gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
ons are fent forth, that he that can but bring his head fhall haue 
a thoufand crownes. But may it pleafe your Maiefty to pardon 
thefe their faults, that by thefe traitors means were thus milled^ 
King- .Stand vp you Ample men, and giue God praife, 

For you did take in hand you know notwhat. 

And go in peace obed ient to your King, 

And liue as fubie&s, and you {hall not want, 

Whilft Henry Hues, and weares the Englifh Crowne, 

Alt. God faue the King,God faue the King. 

King . Come let vs haft to London now with fpcede, 
Thatfolemne proccffions may be fung, . 

In laud and honor of the God of heauen^ 

And triumphs of this happy vi&orie. Exitromntt 

Enter I acke Cade at one doore,andat the other, ( JM, Alexander 
Eyden and his men , and l acke Cade lies down pic* 
king ofhearbes and eating them. 

Syden.Good Lord how plcafant is this country life, 

This little land my father lefc me heere. 

With my contented minde,ferues me as well, , 

As all the plcafures in the Court can yeeld j,. 

Be 
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Nor would I change this pleafurc for the Court. 

Cade. Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle : Stand .vil._. u 
thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Crown,, 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, ile make thee cate yronlilf Can 
Edridge, and fwallow my fword like a great pin. 

Eydett. Why fawcy companion, why fhouldl betray thee? 
Ift not enough that thou haft broke my hedges. 

And enter’d into my ground, without the leaueof me the ovvnti 
But thou wilt braue me too. 

Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood ofthe 
Realme. Looke on me well, I haue eate no meat this fiue dales 
yet if do not leaue thee and thy fiue men as dead as a dore nailc 
I pray God I may neuer eate grade more. 

Eydett. Nay, it ftiall neuer be faid whilft the world ftands, 
That Alexander Eydett an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifht man. 

Looke on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine, 

And euery way as bigge: then hand to hand 
Ile combat with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And ftand you all afide. 

Cade. Now fword, ifthou doft not hew this burly-bon’d churl 
into chines of beefe, I would thou mightft fall into fome Smiths 
hand, and be turn’d to hobnailes. 

Eydett. Come on thy way. 

They fight ,attd Cade fait dorvne. 

Cade. Oh Villaine,thou haftflaine the flower ofKentfordii* 
ualry.butit is famine and not thee that has dohe it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wan. 
ted this fiue dayes, and ile fight with you all. And fo a poxerot 
thee, for Iacke Cade muft dye, Hedjsu 

Eyden. Iacke Cade: And was this that monftrous rebel wp 
I haue flaine ? 

Oh fword,ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age. 

For this great feruice thou haft done to me. 

Ile drag him hence, and with my fword 
Cut offhis head, and beare it to the King. 

tnie 
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' r ~ Torke and Lanealier. 

Enter the Duke of Torke with Drum andSoldiouts. 

York? In armes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, 

' belles aloud.bonfires perfume the ayre, 

To entertaine faire England* royall King 

!, < M r} a Mate ft*. who would not buy thee deare i 

^ Enter the D»k? of Buckingham, 

Rut foft,who comes heere.Buckingham, what newes with him ? 
B Yorke, ifthou mcane well, I greete thee fo. 

Yorke. Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I fweare : 
Whatjcomes thou in loue,or as a Mflenger ? 

Eucksl come as aMeflenger fro our dread Lord & foueraigne, 
Henry.To know the reafon of thefe armes in peace i 
Or that thou being a fubieft as I am, 

Shouldft thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas the perfon of the King doth keepe ? 

Torke. A fubied as he is! 

Oh how I hate thefe fpitefull abieift tearmes. 

But Yorke diflemble, till thou mecte thy fonnes. 

Who now in Armes expe& their fathers fight. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 

Hantfrey Duke of Buckingham, pardon me. 

That I anfwer*d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

I came to remoue that monftrous rebell Cade, 

Andheaue proud Somcrfet from ©ut the Court, 

That bafely yeelded vp the Townes in France. 

Back. Why that was prefumption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherwife then fo. 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requeft. 

And Somcrfet is fentvnto the Tower. 

Tor're. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Buc\ : Torke,bc is vpon mine honour. 

Torke. Then before thy face,I heere difmifle my uoopcs, 
Sirs.meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you lhall receiue your pay of me. 

Exit Soldiort. 

Back, Come 7V^e,thou (halt go fpeake vnto the King, 

But fee, his grace is comming to mcetc with vs. 



Enter 
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Enter King Henry, 

King , How now Buckingham ,} Is Torke friends with vs. 

That thus thou bringft him hand in hand with thee i ' 
Buck . He is my Lord, and hath difeharg’d his troopes,. 
Which came with him,but as your Grace did fay, 

To heaue the Duke of Somerfet from hence. 

And to fubduethe Rebels that were vp. 

Then welcome coufin Torke, giue me thy hand, 
And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs, 

Againft thofc traiterous Irifh that rcbeld. 

Enter UWafter Eyden with Iacke Cades head. 

Eyden , Long Hue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe heere my Lord vpon my bended knees,. 

I heere prefent the traiterous head of f’ade t . 

That hand to hand in (ingle fight I flue. 

King.F\tQi thanks toheauen,and next to thee my friend, 
That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in hia life 

Did worke me and my land fuch crucll fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowe* in his frowning brow, 

Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take ithence,and thou for thy reward 
Shalt beimmediately created Knight. 

Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent. 

KMg.Thieu rife vp Alexander £y^e»,Knight, 

And for thy maintenance,! freely giue 
A thoufand markes a ycare to maintaine thee, 

Beiide the firmc reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofc that could performethis worthy a&e. 

And thou (halt waite vpon the perfonoftheKing. 

Eyden . I humbly thanke your grace,and 1 no longer liue 
Then I prouc iuft and loyatl to my King. 



£xit, 

Exit’ 



LOW 






Torke and Lane alter. 

Enter the Queene with the Duke of Somerfet, 
gine.O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet comes. 

Rid him go hide himfelfe till Torke be gone. 

Oueen Me (hall not hide himfelfe for fearc of Torke, 

But%card and brauc him proudly to his face. 

Torke. Who’s that,proud Somerfet at liberty f 
Bife fearefull Henry that thus difhonor’ft me, 

Byhcauen,thou (halt not gouerne oucr me: 

I cannot brooke that Traitors prefence here, 

Nor will I fubieft be to fuch a King, 
jhacknowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refignethy Crowne proud Lancafter to me. 

That thou vfurped haft fo long by force, 

Fornow is Torke refolu’d to daime his owne, 

And rife aloft into faire England* Throne. 

Swww.Proud traitor,I areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yecld thee falfe Torke, 

For heere I fwearc thou fhalt vnto the Tower, 

For thefc proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

X<»£.Thou art decciu’d,my fonnes (ball be my baile, 

And fend thee there in defpight of him, 

Hoe, where are you boyes i 
Queene. Call Clifordhithet prefently. 

Inter the Duke of Torkes fonnes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-fracke Richard at the one doore,with Drum and Soldiers: dr 
at the other door e, enter Clifford and his fonne, with Drumme and 
Soldiours,and Clifford kneeles to Henry, and fpeakes. 
f^jf.Long liue my noble Lord, and foueraigne King. 
lorke.Wc thanke thee Clifford, 

Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou didft miftake,we pardon thee,kneele againe. 
t Off. Why ,1 did no way miftake,this is my King. 

What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 

Ki»g.l,z bedlam frantickc humor driues him thus 
To leuic armes againft his lawfull King. 

Clif Why doth not your grace fend him to the Tower ? 

H % Queene. 
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Queene . He is arreftcd,but will not obey, 

His fonnes he faith,fhall be his bailc. 

Torke.How fay you boyes,will you not ? 

Edward. Yes noble father,if our words will ferue, 

Richard. And if our words will not,our fwords (hall. 
TVr^r.Call hither to the flake, my two rough Beares. 

King . Call 'Buckingham , and bid him arme himfelfe. 
Torke.CzU Buckingham and all the friends thou haft. 

Both thou and they fhall curfe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one door e, the Earles of Salisbury and IParwicke, with Drum 
and Soldionrs, *4nd at the other doorc , the Duke of Buckingham,, 
with Drum and Soldiours . 



Cliff. Kxe thefe thy Beares ? wce’l baite them foone, 
Defpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

War. You had beft go dreame againe, 

To keepe you from thetempeft of the field. 

Clif.l am refolu’d to bearc a greater ftornje. 

Then any thou canft conjure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houfhould badge. 

It^ar. Now by my fathers age,oldeNeuils crcft. 

The rampant Bearc chaind to the ragged ftaffe. 

This day ile weare aloft my burgonet. 

As on a Mountaine top the Cedar fhowes, 

That keepes his leaues in fpight of any ftorme, 

Euen to affrightthee with the view thereof. 

Clif. And from thy burgonet will I rend the bcare, 

And tread him vnderfoote with all contempt, 

Defpight the beare-ward that proteifts himfo. 

Tong Clif. And fo renowned Soueraigne to armes. 

To quell thefe Traitors and their complices. 

Richard. Fie, Charity for lhame.fpeake it not in fpight. 

For you fhall fup with Iefus Chrift tonight. 

Tong Clif. Foule Stigmaticke thou canft not tell. 

^Wj.No/or if not in heauen,you’l furelyfup in hell. 

Exit omttes. jilon* 1 
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Torke and Lane after, 

Jhrntes to the battaile , and then enter the Duke ofSomerfet and Rt- 
* chard fightings and Richard k*ls him vnder thefgne of the Caflle 

inS. drones. 

Rich So, Uc thou there,and tumble in thy blood. 

What’s heere, the figne of the Caftle ? 

Then the Prophefie is come to pafte, 

PorSomerfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S.dlbones, 

Somerfet hath made the Wizzatd famous by his death. Exit. 

jilarmes againe , and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone . 

Warwick^ Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare, 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford l fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord,Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 

Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering Curtelax,throgh the fainting troops 
tofindethee out. 

Warwicke ftand ftill, and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Torke. 

"iWjr.How now my Lord,what a foote ? 

Whokild your horfe? 

JVi^.The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord, 

Fiue horfe this day flaine vnder me. 

And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue. 

But I did kill his horfe he lou’d fo well. 

The bonieft gray that ere was bred in North: 

H 3 Enter 
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Enter Clifford,and Warwick? offers to fight with him , 

Hold ITarwick?, and feekc thee out fome other chafe. 

My fclfc will hunt this Deare to death. 

iPor . Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne rhou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day. 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

Exit Warwick?, 

York? JNow Clifford, fince we are fingled hecrc alone. 

Be this the day of doomc to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immorcall hate 
To thee,and all the houfe of Lancaster. 

Clijfrrd.And heere 1 ftand,and pitch my foote to thine. 
Vowing neuer to ftir,till thou or I be flaine. 

For neuer (hall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatefull houfe of York?. 

Alarmes ,and they fight , and Torkpkils Clifford, 
2V%.Now Lancafterax. fure.thy finewes fhrinke, 
Comefearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of York?, 

Exit York?, 

Alarmes,then enter young Clifford alone, 

Tong Clifford, Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight.fee where he breathlelfe lies, 

All ftneard and weltred in his luke-warme blood. 

Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 

S weete father, to thy murdred ghoft I fweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of York ? , 

Nor neuer (hall I fleepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death, 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth* 

He takes him vp on hit hack?. 

And thus as old Anktfes fonne did bearc 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Grcekcs, 

Euen fo will I.But ftay,heer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 

Enter 



Yorke and Lanc&tter. 

fnter Richard, and then Clifford lay es downe his fat her, fight es with 
him, and Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 

But i will after thee, and once againe 
(When I haue borne my father to his Tent) 

He try my fortune better with thee yet. 

1 Sxityong Cliffordwith his Father, 

t/flarmes againe, and then enter three orfoure, bearing the Duke 
of 'Buckingham wounded to his Tenti 

Alarmes fill, and then enter the King and Queene, 

Queene. Away my Lord, and flyeto London ftraight. 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, (land not to cxpoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to London let vs haft, 
Andlummon vp a Parliament with fpeede. 

To Hop the fury ofthefe dyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene, 

Alarmes, and then aflourijh, and enter ths Duke of 
York e, Edward,and Richard. 

York?. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

Ihope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old Sals bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

1 would not for the lofle of this right hand. 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng, , 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes, . 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe, , 

And thrice this hand did fet him vp againe, . 

And ftill he fought with courage gainft his foes. 

The bolded fpimed man that ere mine eyes beheld. 

Enter-: 



U 
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Enter Salisbury and fVarwicks ♦ 

Edward. See noble Father .where they both do come. 

The onely props vnto the houfe of Torke. 

Sal. Well haft thou fought this day,thou valiant Duke, 

And thou braue bud of Torkes encreafing houfe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee,for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu’d my life. 

Torke.W hat fay you Lords, the King is fled to London? 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

What faies Lord fVarwicks, ( Hall we after them ? 

War. After them.nay before them ifwe can : 

Now by my faith Lords,t’was a glorious day, 

Saint vllbones battaile wonne by famous Torkg, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch dayes as thefc,to vs befall. 

. Exit mm. 

FIJ^IS. 
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Richard DukeofYorke, andthe 




B Sixt 

OlAl. 

• ■ * r ; 

f Enter Richard‘Z>*ks of York?, theEarle oftVarwick?, the Duke# 
Norfolk?, Marquejfe Mount ague, Edvard Earle of March, then 
(rook? hack? Richard, and the young Earle of Rutland, with drum 
and fouldiert , with white Rofes in their hats . 

3cJ>?Vi Ilr.rfl Jn9*Tc ii •f.'I yfeool ] 

Warwick?, 

Wonder how the King efcap’dour hands. 
York?. Whilft wepurfu’d the horfemen of the 
North, 

He flily Role away and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike eares could neuer brooke rc- 

treat. 

Charg’d our maine battels front, and there with him i 
Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abreft 
Brake in,and were by th’hands of common fouldiers flaine, 
Edward. Lord Staffords Father , Duke of Buckingham, 
s either flaine or wounded dangeroufly, 
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I cleft his Bcucr with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

( Jiiont . And brother, heeres the Earle ofWiltfhires blood. 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

'Rich. Speakethou for me, and tell them what I did; 

Torke. What is yourGrace dead my Lord ofSomerfct ? 

Norf. Such hope haue all the line of lobn of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to (hape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I viiWrious Prince of Yorke, 

Before I fee thee fcatcd in that Throne, 

Which now the houfe of Lancaftcr vfurpes, 

I vow by heauen, thefe eyes (halfncuerelofe. 

THis is the Palace of that fearefull King, 

Andthat the regall chaire : Poflyfle it Yorke, 

For this is thine, and hot King Henries heyres. 

Tork. A (lift me then fwcet Wanvicke, and I Wifi : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all aflift thee, and he that flycs (hall die.’ 

Tork. Thankes gentle Norfolke.Stay by me my Lords, 
And foldiers ftay you heere,and'lodge this night. 

War, And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Vnlefle he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s ftay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall this-be call’d, 

Vnlefle Plantagenet Duke of Yorke be King, 

And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whofc cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Torke. Then leaue me not my Lords : for now! meant: 

To take pofleflion ofmy right. r". !' C 

Neither theKing, nor him that loueshimbeft. 

The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancaftcr, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicke (hake his bels. 

He plant Plantagenet : and roote him out who dares i 
Rcfolue thee Richard, claknethe Englifti Crowne. 

ter king Henry the fix t, with the J>. ofExcefier , the Earle off#' 
thumber land, the Sarle of Weftmerland, and Clifford the 6m 
Cumberland, with red Rofies in their hats. 





Yorke and Lancafter. 

Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rebell fits, 
r « in the chaire of State : belike he meanes 
Sack’d by the power of iTarmckc that falfe Peere) 

£ afpir vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 
t!rle of Northumberland, he flew thy father, 
fnd thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge, 
nn him his fonnes, his fauourites, andhis friends. 
north. And if I be not,heauens be rcueng’don me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in ftede. 

Weft. What; (Ball we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

M V heart for anger breakes, 1 cannot fpeakc. 

King. Be patient gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes,Tuch as be ; 

He durft not fit there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, hcere in the Parliament, 

let vs aflaile the family of Yorke. , 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it lo. 

King, O know you not the Citty fauours them. 

And they haue troopcs offouldiers at their bccke. 

Sxet, But when the Duke is flaine,theyl quickly flye« 

King . Far be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a fhamblcs of the Parlament houfe : . o 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shalbethe warres that Henry meanes to vfc. 

Thou factious Duke of Yoike,defceud my Throne, 
Iamthyfoueraigne. 

Torke. Thou artdeceiu’d, I am thine. do . 

Exet, For fhame come downe, he made thee Duke of ; Yorkc. 
Torke. Twas my inheritance, as the kiugdome is. 

£.v«.Thy father was aTraitor to the Crowne,. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

Infollowing this vfurping Henry. * .. . ‘l.'hv 

Clif Whom fhould he follow but his natural! King. ; \.ry 
War.T rue Clifford,and thats Richard Dukeof Y orK<p, 

King. Andfhall I ftand while thou fitft in my Throne ? 

Torke. Content thy fe'lfe, it muft and (hall be fo. 

War, Be Duke of Lancaftcr, let him be King. , 

1 a 
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We It. Why ? he is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Earle of IPe/fmerland fhall raaintame. 

War. And Witrwtcke fhall ditprooue it. You forget 
That we are thofe thatchac’d you fromthc field 
And flew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Cttty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwick?, 1 remember’t to my greefe t 
And by his foule, thou and thy houfe fhaH rew it. 

Wefi. plant agenet of thee and of thy fonnes. 

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, lie hauemoreliues. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

Clif. Vrge it do more, lcaft in reuenge thereof, 

I fend thee Warwicke fuch a mefferrger. 

As fhall reuenge his death before 1 ftirre. 

War. Poore £7rj ford, how I fcorne thy worthlcffe threats. 

Tori \e. Will ye we fhew our Title to the Crowne, 

Or elt’e our fwords fhall pleade it in the field ? 

King. What Titifehaftthou Traitor to the Crowne ? 

Thy Father was aSthoa bit, Duke of Yorker 
Thy Graftd Vather Roger Mortimer Eatle of March. 

I am the fdnfte of Henry the fife, who tam’d the French, 

And madethe Dol^Hin ftoop'ei aind fei^ d vpoti ;< r . ;,; o'j 
Their Townes atvd Prouincesi 'o . ■ - - rsloD 

War. Talke not of France firree thou haft loft it all. 

King. The Lord Protedfor loft it, andtnotl. 

When 1 was crown’d. I was but nine months old. 

T^ch. Y’are old enougii'now^ and yeemethinkes you lofe r 
•Father, tea^etheCroWnefroixithe Vfurpersbead. 

Edw, Do fd fweccfather, fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honoiir’ft armes. 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

Rich. Sound Drums and Trumpet Sj and the Kingwill flyt* 

Tork?rPii^dc 4'O‘n‘n e s . 

thbtf, and giueKmg Henryieaue to fpeake; 

King. hh PlanthgeHet, Why feek’ft rhou to dcpcdfctnc ? 

Are we not bothPfantagenets bybirth ? 
AndfrorntwobfOthirsUneaHydefienc? 

s l Sup po* 



of Yorke and Lancatter. 

$ u ppofe by right and equity thou be King i 
pbinkft thou, that 1 will leaue my Kingly feate. 

Wherein my Father, and myGrandfire fate? 

No.fuftfhall warrevnpeopie this my Realmey 
land our Colours oftenborne in France, 

AndnoW in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding (heet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his . 

/Trfr.Proueit Henry , and thou (halt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by eonqueft got the Crowne. 

Torke. T was by rebellion gainft his Soucraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my Titles weake, 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heire ? 

War. What then ? 

King. Then am I lawful! King. >For Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 

Whofe heire my Father was,and I am his. 

Torke. I tell thee he rofc againft him being his Soueraigne, 

And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofe my Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that werepreiudiciall to the Crowne ? 

Exet. No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the next heyre muft fucceede and reigne. 

Kwg.Rrt thou againft vs Duke of Exeter t 

Exet. His is the tight, and therefore pardon me. 

King. All will rcuolt from me, and turne to him. 

North. Plant agenet, for all the claime thou laift, , 

Thinke not King Henry fir a 11 be thus depofde. 

War. Depofd he fhall be in defpight of thee. . 

AV.T i)fh Warwicke, thou artdeceiu’d : 

is not thy Southerne powers ofEflex,Suffolke, Norfolke, 

And Kent, that makes thee^husprefumptuous and proud, 
Uikt the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

^ thy Title right or wrong, 
jfWWvowcs to fight hi thy defence. 

7 »t ground gape and fwallow me aliue, . 

L:|’ ; Whirr- 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hewy VI. Parts 2 & 3 (STC 26101) LONDON, [1619] NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.532) OctclVO 











*r 



The contention oft the two famous Houfes t 

Where I dokneele to him that flew my Father. 

King. O Clifford, how thy words rcuiue my foulc. 

Torke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Cro wne. 

What mutter you ? Or what conipireyou Lords? 

War. Do right vnto thisPrincely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men. 

Enter Soldiers . 

And ouer the Chaire of flate where now he fits. 

Write vp his Title with thy vftirping blood. 

King. O Warwickc, heare me fpeake .• 

Let me but reigne in quiet while I liue. 

Torke. Confirmc the crowne to me, and to mineheires, 
And thou fhalt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. 

King, Conuey the fouldiers hence,and then I will. 

Captaine conduit them into 7«r^'//fields. 

Clif, What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon ? 

War. V Vhat good is this for England and himfelfc ? 

North. Bafe, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfc and vs ? 

Weft. I cannot flay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queen e. 

North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. 

Clif. In dreadfull war mayft thou be ouercome. 

Or liue in peace abandond and defpifd. 

Exet. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not yecldcmj 
Lord. 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

War. Why fliould you figh my Lord ? 

King. Not for my fclfe Lord Warwtcke, but my fonne, 
VVhom I vnnaturally {hall difinherit. 

But be it as it may. I hecre intaile the Crowne 
T o thee and to thine hey res, conditionally. 

That heere thou take an oath. 

To ceafc thefe ciuill broyles,and whilft I liue 
T o honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

Torkj That oath I willingly take, and will perform*. 



Sxit, 



hit 



Exit, 



jtsi 



1 



of Torke and Lmatter . 

fptf.Long line King /fc«rr.Plantagenet embrace him. 
fang. And long liue thou,and all thy forward fonnes. 

York! Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde, 

Exet, Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes. 

i Sound Trumpets , 

Tor(e.Uy Lord ,Ile take my leauc, 
for lie to Wakefield, to my Caftle. 

Exit Torke with hie fonnes. 

Wer. And ile keepc London with my fouldiors. Exit. 

Kerf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit, 

ijilont, and I to the fea from whence I came. Exit... 

Enter the Queene and the Prince. 

Exet. My Lord, heere comes the Queenc,lle fteale away, 
Kwjr.And fo will I. 

£#«w.Nay ftay,or elfc lie follow thee. 

King . Be patient gentle Qucene,and then Ile flay. 

Queen.Vfhzt patience can there be f ah timerous man, , 

Thou haft vndone thy fclfe,rhy fonne, and me, 

and giuen our rights vnto- tire houfe of Torke. 

art thou aKing, and wilt be for’eft to yceld i 

Had 1 bene there, the fouldiers fliould haue toft 

Me on their launces points, before I would haue 

Granted to their wils.The Duke is made 

Proteftor ofthe Land .• Sterne Fawconbrtdge 

Commands the narrow feas : and thinkft thou then 

Tofleepe fecure? I heere diuorceme Henry 

From thy bed,vntill that atfte of Parliament 

Be recald, wherein thou yeeldeftto the houfe of Tor's*. 

The Nort heme Lords that haue forfworne thy colours, 

Will follow mine,if once they fee them fpread, 
fpread they {hall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne^cts away, and leaue him heere alone. 

"fH - Stay gentle Margaret , heare me fpeake. 

<«-Thou haft fpoke too much already, therefore be ftill. 
^^.Gentle fonne Edward , wilt thou ftay with me ? 

VjKeew.Lto be murdered by his enemies. Exit. 

Prtnce. 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Prtn. When I returne with vi£lory from the field. 

He fee your Grace, till then lie follow her. 

King, Poore Queene.hcr louc to me and to the Prince herfo c 
M akes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 

Rei'.enged may (he be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, (lay thou heere. 

For Clifford and thofc Northerne Lordsbc gone, 

I feare towards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke. 

E/iter Edward, and Richard, and Montague. 

Edw. Brother, and eofen Montague, giue meleaue to (peale, 
A/c6,Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

"Mont, But 1 haue reafons firong and fore cable. 

Enter the Duke of York ? . 

Yorke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your felues 
Rich. No Father, but a fweete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs, The Crowne of England father. 

Yorke. The Crowne boy , why Henries yet aliue. 

And I haue fworne that he (hall rcigne in quiet till his death, 
Ed. But I would breake an hundred oaths to reigne one ycaic, 
Rich. And if it plcale your Grace to giue roe leaue, 
lie fhew your Grace the way to faue your oath. 

And dilpoflefle King Henry from the Crowne, 

Yorke . I prethe Dicke let nte heare thy deuice. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord* 

An Oath is of no moment, 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate. 

Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace (lands bound to him by Oath,s 
Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. 

Yorke. I, faift thou fo boy ? why then it (hall be lb. 

I am refolu’d to win the f rowne, or dye. 

Edward , thou (halt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kcntilhmen will willingly rife. 

Thou Cofcn Montague lhalt to Norfolkc ftraight, , 



Yorke and Dane alter, 
i j .he Duke to mufter vp his foldiours, 

Ime to me to ^^/dprefcntly, 

H R *lnrd, thou to London ftraight (halt pofte, 
and Rtehard AT mill Bar !e of ITarwwke, 

to leaue the Cttty.and with his men of warre, 
i m«te me at S .Mbones ten dayes hence. 
f felfe heere in Sandall Caftle will prouide 

N °XjVly Loid,the Queene with thirty thoufand men, 

Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
XvthmberlandM Wefimerland, 

With others of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Are marchi ng towards W^efield, 

To befiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir lohn, and Sir Hugh Morttmer e 
r«rke. A Gods name let them come. 

Coum Montague, poke you hence. 

And boyes (lay you with roe. «... 

Sir lohn and fir Hugh CMortimer mine Vnckles, 

Tare welcome to Sandall in an happy houre. 

The army of the Queene raeanes to befiedge vs. 

Sir lohn . She (hall not needemy Lord, 

Wee’lmeete her in the field. , 

Yorke .What^with fiue thoufand foluoiors,Vncklc ? 
Rich.l father, with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generali, what (houldyou feare ? 

7V^..Indeed,many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Normandy, when as the enemie 
Hath bin ten to one, and why (hould I now doubt 
Of the like fucceffe ? I am refolu’d.Come lets goe. 

Let’s march away,I heare their drums. 

Alarmes, and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and his Tut or. 

Tutor . Ohflye my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flye to Wakefield ftrai ght. 



Exit, 



Enter 










The contention of the two famous Hottfes , 

Inter Clifford , 

i?#r.OTutor,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Clif . Chaplame away, thy Priefthood faues thy life, 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father.he fliall dye. 

Tutor .' Oh Clifford,fparc this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it on thy head : oh faue his life. 

Cliff . Soldiors away,and drag him hence perforce s 
Away with the villaine. Exit Chaplaine. 

How now.what dead already i or is it fearethat 
Makes him dofe his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut.So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambe, 

And fo he walkcs infulting ore his prey. 

And fo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in funder. 

Oh ClifFordjkill me with thy fword,and 
Not with fuch a cruell threatning lookc, 

I am too meane a fubic<St for thy.wrath. 

Be thou reuendge on men,and let roe Hue, 

fflif.ln vaine thou fpeakefl poore boy: my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paflage where thy words fhould enter. 

.Krjf.Then let my fathers blood ope it againe,hc is a 
Man,and Clifford cope with him. 

Clif . Had I thy brethren heere,their Hues and thine 
W ere not reuenge fufficient for me. 

Or fliould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not flake mine ir,e,nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfe of Yorke, 

Is as a fury to torment my foulc. 

Therefore till I rooteout that curfcdline. 

And leaue not one on eatthjlle Hue in hell thetefore.. 

Rut. Oh let mepi ay,beforcI take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

flifl, (hch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rut. I neuer did thee hurt,whercforc wilt thou killme? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 






Yorke And Lancasier. 

M But t’was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonne.for his fake pitty me, 
leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is mft, 
gebe as milerably flaine as I. 

Oh let me hue in prifon all my dates, 
all d when 1 giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clff . No caufe i Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
VUntamet, I come VlantageHet, _ 

And this thy fonnes blood cleaumg to my blade. 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. txa. 

Alarmes,enter the 'Duke of Y orke folut . 

Yorkt.hh Yorke, pofte to thy Caftle/auc thy life, 

Thegoale is loft,thou houfe of Lancafter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine. 

That heauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence, 

ButGod knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes : 

But this I know, they haue demeand thcmfclues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Richard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : victory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Sdxvard to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofe whom he had flaughtered. 

Ohharke,! hearc the drums.No way to flie ? 

Noway to faue my life? and heerel ftay : 

And heere my life muft end. 

Enter the gueene, Clifford, Northumberland, 

... andSoldiours. 

Come bloudy £lfford,ro\xgh Northumberland , 

I dare youcqucnchlcfle fury to more bloud .* 

This is the But, and this abides your (hot. 

Northttm. Yceldto our mercies, proud Plautagenet, 

Clff. I, to fuch mercy as his ruthfull armc 

1 K a With 
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The contention of the two fantotu Houfes t 

With downe right payment lent vnto my father, 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre. 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

torke . My a flics like the Phoenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all. 

And in that hope I caft mine eyes to hcauen. 

Scorning what ere you can affli&me with. 

Why ftay you Lords ? what,m.ultitudes and fcare i 

Clif.So cowards fight when they can flie no longer. 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents, 

So defperate theeucs.all hopelefle of their liues. 

Breathe out inuedfiues ’gainft the Officers. 

Yorke.Oh Clifford,yet bethinkc thee once againe. 

And in thy minde ore-runne my former time. 

And byte thy tongue thatflanderft him with cowardife, 
Whofe very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

Off A will not bandy with thee word for word, . 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene . Hold valiant Clifford, fot a thoufand caufcs 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland. 

Afor.Hold (lifford,&o not honour him fo much, 

T o pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it when a currc doth grin. 

For one to thruft his hand betweene his teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away s’ 

Tis warres prize to take all aduantages, 

And ten to onc,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hinu. 

C/if. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcoke with the gin. 

North.So doth the Cunny ftruggle with the net. 

Torke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer’d booty, 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers oucr-niatchr. 

NorthSNkitt will your grace haue done wdtbMrt?? :K i 

Queene . Braue wzmomsflifford and Northumberland, 
Come make himftand vpon this mole-hill heere. 

That aimde at Mountaines with out-ftrctched arme, 



torke and Lancaster. 

\ oarted but the (hadow with his hand. 

5 L voU that reueld in our Parliament , 

‘ a y a c a prechment of your high defeent ? 

S,rc are your meffe of fonues to backe you now 
The wanton £ W,and the lufty George ■ ? 
nrwher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 

your boy,that with his grumbling voice, 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongft the reft, where is your darling Rutland . 
Looke M?, 1 dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point. 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

Ioiuethee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 

Alas poore torke : but that I hate thee much, 

Tfhould lament thy miferable ftate. 

1 prethee gricue to make me merry,Yorke t 
Stampe.raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
VVhat.hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes. 
That not a teare can fall for Rut lands death ? 

Thou wouldft be feedc I fee, to make me fport. 

Torke cannot fpeake,vnle(Tc he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorkc.and Lords bow low to him. 

So, hold you his hands, whilft 1 do fet it on. 

I,now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tookeKing Henries chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet, 
I$crowndfofoone,and broke his holy oath, 
Aslbethinke me, you fhould not be King, 

Till our Henry had fhooke hands with death, 
and will you impaleyour head with Henries glory, 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his life.againft your holy oath > 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the crowne,and with the crowne his head, 
*nd whilft we breathe, take time to do him dead# 

% $ 





The contention of the two fmotu Hou/es, 

Clif. That's my office for my fathers death. 

Quqene.Yet hay, and lets heare the Orifons he makes. 
Tor^eShe wolfe of France,but worfe then wolues of Fran«. 
Whole tongue’s morepoifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How ill befeeming is it in thy fexc, 

T o triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vpon his woes, whom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifard-like vnehanging. 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

1 would aflay, proud Queene to make thee blufti. 

To tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were ffiame enough to fhame thee, were thou not fliameyi 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples t 
Of both thz (fifties , and I-erufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifli yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult > 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

V nlefle the Adage muft be verifide j 

That beggers mounted, run their horfe to death. 

Tis beauty ,that oft makes women proud ; 

But God he wots,thy (hare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them mod admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes themfeeme diuine, 

The want thereofmakes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

As the ^Antipodes are vnto vs. 

Or as the South to the Scptentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide ; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childe. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible. 

Thou indurate,fterne,tough,remorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

W ouldft haue me weepe ? why fo,thou haft thy wiflt* 

For raging windes blow vp a ftorrae of tcares, 

sail 



william Shakespeare Henry VI. Parts 2 & 3 (stc 26101) lon 



Tor he and Lancaster. 

And when the rage alaes,the rainc begins. 
t el ' c teares are my fweet Rat lands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman, 

U ^r^.Beflirew me but his paffions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

rorke . That face of his,thc hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud ; 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

Oten times more then T y gers of Arcadia. 

See ruthleffe Queene, a haplelfe fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fwcete boy. 

And loe, with tcares I wafh the blood away. 

Keepethou the napkin,and goboaft ofthat, 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will fhed teares, 

I,euenmy foes will toed faft falling teares, 
and fay,ala(fe,it was a pitteous deed. 

Here, take the crownc,and with the crowne ray curfe, 
and in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Haidharted Clifford, take me from the world. 

My foulc to heauen,my blood vpon your heads. 

Nmb.Ead he bin flaughterman ofall my kin, 
Icouldnotchufebut weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

fJ#.What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland ? 
Thinkebut vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

C/ijf.There’s for my oath.there’s for my fathers death, 
fh^c».And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde. 
Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foule flies foorth to meete with thee. 

with his head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 
SoiV^may ouer-lookethcTowneof Torke, 
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Enter Edvard and Richard, with Dram andSoldiom. 

After this dangerous fight and hapleffe warre, 

How doth my noble brother Richard tare ? 

Rich . I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d, 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfclfe, 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Methinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three funnes appeare in the tyfyre. 

frftv.Loe.how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes.or do I fee three funs ? 

Rich. Three glorious funnes,not feparated by a racking doll 
But feuered in a pale cleere fhining sky. 

Sce,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feerne to kiffe. 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light, one funne. 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edrv.l thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That we the fonnes of braue Plant agenct. 

Already each one fhining by his meed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth, and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my Target, three fa ire fhining funs. 

But what art thou that look’ft foheauily ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef.O\\,one that was a wofull looker on. 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Edrv. Oh fpeake no more, for I can heare no more. 

Rich . Tell on thy tale, for I will heare it all, 

MefiVV hen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and theripurfudeby Clifford * nd theQueene, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him,and forc’ft the Duke to yeeld, , 



hri 



nwusti. 



Yorke and Lane after. 

. L pn they fet him on a mole-hill there, 

ij crown’d the gracious Duke in highdcfpitc, 

VVhothen with teares began to wade his fall. 

IVruthleffe Queene perceiuuig he did weepe, 

ILm a handkercher to wipe his eyes 
n nt in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

BL* Clifford flaine : who weeping tooke it vp. 

5 nthrough hisbreft they thruft their bloody fwords, 
VVholikea Lambc fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head 
jind there it doth remainc the pitteous fpeftade 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Y orke, our prop to leane vpon. 

Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs : 

Now mV foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would (lie breake from compaffe of my breft. 

For neuer (hall I haue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breafts moytture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

1 cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy’de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancalter. 

Richard, 1 bate thy name, and lie reuengethy death, 
Ordyemyfelfeinfeckingofreucnge. , 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee. 

His chaire andDukedome that remaines for me. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be thatPrincely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gainft the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay. 

For either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 

Enter the Earle ofWarrvicke, Montague, rvithdrum, 
ancient, and fouldiers. 

JF<tr.How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad t 
Rich, Ah VPartvicke, fliould we report the balefull newes. 

And at each words dcliuerance, flab Ponyards in our flefn 

Till all were told, the w ords would adde 

More anguifh then the wounds. ^ 

L 



The contention of the two famous Hou/es t 
Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorkc is flaine. 

Edw. Ah Warwic'te, Warwick;, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere .• I, euen as his foules redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford, done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thofe newes in teares, 
And now to adde more meafure to your woes : 

I come to tell you newes fince then befalne. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where your brau e father breath’d his lateftgalpe. 

Ty dings as fwiftly as the port could runne. 

Was brought me of your Ioffe, and his departure, 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldi ers, gathered flockes of friends. 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S, Albons to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my behalfe along. 

For by my fcouts I was aduertifed. 

That fhe was comming, with a full intent 
To dafh youriate decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and your fucceflloni 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met. 

Our battailesioyn’d, . and both fides fiercely fought : 

But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full gently on his warlike Queene) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleenc. 

Or whether ’twas report of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare ofCliffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 
Icannottell. Butto conclude with truth,. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Ni ght-O wles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydle Threfher with a flaile. 

Fell gently downc, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe. 

With pxomife of hye pay, and great rewards : 

But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight. 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 



So 



of Torkeand Lancajler. 

. st we fled. The King vnto the Queene, 
dGeorge your brother, Norfolke,and my fclfe, 
ft p 0 fte haft, are come to ioyne with you. 
i r in the marches heere we heard you were, 

Siing another head to fight againe. 

M r^.Thankes gentle Warwick;. 
uowfarre hence is the Duke with his power? 

And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

* s om c flue miles off the Duke is with his power.' 

Jas for your brother, he was lately fent 

From your kinde Aunt, Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers ’gainft this needfull warre. 

ftrkTwas ods belike, when valiant Warwick; fled, 
Oftbue I heard thy praifes in purfuite, 

Butnere till now thy fcandall of retire. 

f^ 4 T. Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou hearer 
For thou (halt know that this right hand of mine, 
Canpluckc the Diadem from faint Henricshead, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his fift, * 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

As he is fanfd for mildcnefle,pcace,and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord lrarmckt, blame me not, 
Twas loue 1 bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done? 

Shall wc go throw away our coates ot fteele. 

And clad our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our Auemaries with our beads ? 

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with r euengefull armes ? 

Iffor the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

^,Why therefore IFanvickg came tofinde you out; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like wax*# 
Hefware confent to your fucceflion. 

La 



The contention of the two fmom Houfes t 

His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew.are gone. 

To fruftrate his oath, or what beiides 
May make againft the houfc of Lancafter. 

Their power I geffethem fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now ifthe hclpe of Norfolke and my felfe. 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With ail the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Amongthelou in g Wclflim en c an ft p rocu re. 

Why via, to London will we march amaine. 

And once againe beflride our foming Steeds, 

And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe, 

Butneuer pace againe turnebacke and flye. 

Rjch . I now methinkes I heare gtcattvarwicke fpeake : 
Nere may he liue to fee a Sunilrine day, j ! 

That cries retire,when Warwicke bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord Warwicke, on thy (Boulder will I leane. 
And when thou faints, mull: Edward fall ; 

Which perill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 
The next degree is, England? royall Kingj 
And King of England (halt thou be proclaim’d. 

In cuery burrough as we pafle along : 

And he that cafts not vp his cap for ioy, 

5hall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne. 

But forward to effeff thefe refolutions. 

Enter a Afejfenger* 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiflant power, 

And crauesyour company for lpeedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. 




Exeunt 



of Yorke and Lancafter. 



Enter the King and Queene, Prince Edward, and the 
Nor theme Earles , with drumme and 
Souldiours, 

Omen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne of Yorkc, 
Voters the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 

noth not the obieapleafe your eye my Lord? . 

v Euen as the rockes pleafe them that fear their wrackc. . 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 

Not wittingly haue I infring’d my vow. 

/7/f.My gracious Lord, this too much lenity 
Andhartnefull pittymuft belayde afide, 

Xowhoni do Lyons caft their gentle lookes i 
Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofehandis that the fauage Beare doth lickc ? 

Nothis that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Whofcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling? 

Not he that fets his footc vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on, 

AndDoues will pccke, in refeue of their brood. 

.Ambitious Yorke did lcuell at thy Crowne, 

^Thoufmiling, while hee knit his angry browes. 

He but aDuke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his iffue like a lolling Sire. 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Didft giue confent to difinherit him, 

Which argu’d thee a moft vnnaturall Father. 

Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes. 

Yet in prote&ion of their tender ones. 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings, 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull flight. 

Make warre with him, that climbes vnto their Neft, 

Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 
for (hamemy Lord, make them your prefident. 

L 3 Were. 
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Were it not piety that this goodly boy, J * 

Should lofe his birch-right through his* fathers fault* 

And long heereaftcr, fay vnto his Childe, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfirc got 
My carelclfe father fondly gaue away ? 6 * ' * 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucccflefull fortune to vs all 
Steele thy melting thoughts. 

To keepe thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him 
King. Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator * 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But «11 me, didft thou neueryet heare tell. 

That things ill got had euer bad fucceffc, * 

And happy euer was it for that fonne, 

Whofe father for his hoording went to hell# 

I leaue my fonne my vertuous deeds behinde 

And would my father had left me no more: * 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then may the prefent profite counteruaile. * 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know. 

How it doth greeue me that thy head ftands there. 

Qtteene. Mv^Lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow | 

You promifd Knight-hood toyour Princely fonne 

flrai8ht dub Koi ^ 

Ki»g, Edward Plantagenet.arife a Knight, 

And lcarnc this lc{fon, Draw thy fword in right* 

Vrince . My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue. 

He draw it as apparant to the Crowne, 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the death. 

North . VVhy that is fpoken like a toward Prince. 

Enter a Lfifejfenger, 

Mffi Royall Commanders, be in readinefle. 

For with a band of fifty thoufand men. 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

Comes Parwickt, backing of the Duke of Yorke. 

» d in the Townes whereas they pafle along, 
procUimes him King, and many flyes to him,t 
Lpareyour battels, for they be at hand. 

Cltf. 1 would your hi ghneffe would depart the field, 

The Queene hath beft fuccefle when you are abfent. 

Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes. 

ling, VVhy that’s my fortune,thereforeIle ftay ftilh 

Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prio.Go od Father cheere thefe noble Lords, 

Vnfheach your fword, fweet Father cry S . George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not mouc< 

Enter the kotife of Yorke. 

Edo. Now periur’d Henry , wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne? 
Andkneelefor mercy at thy Soucraignes feetc ? 

Oueen, Go rate thy Minions proud infulting boy. 

Becomes it thee to be thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfull Soueraigne ? 

Edo. I am his King, and he ftvould bend his knee, 

Iwas adopted heyre by his confenc. 

George, Since when, he hath broke his oath, 
jfor as we heare, you that are King » 

(Though he do weare the Crowne) 

Hauecaufdhim by new arfte of Parliament, 

Toblot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Clif. And reafon George : 

Whofhouldfucceede the father, bur the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif, l Crooke -back e, heere I ftand to anfwer thee- 
Or any of your fort. 

Rich. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it not i 

Clif, Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods- fake Lords giue fignall to the fight. 

Mtr, Whatfaift thou Henry} wilt thou ycelde thy crowne? 
v ^. What, long tongu’d Wa,rmcke, dare you fpeakc ?: 
"hen you and Lmet at Saint Albons laftj 

You r . 
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Your lcgges did better feruice then your hands. 

War. I, then twas my turne to fly®, but now t’is thine 
Clif . you faid as much before,and yet you fled. 

War. T was not your valour Clifford droue me thence. 

War. No , nor your manhood /^nwcv^ could make 
Rich. Northumberland, Northttmberlandj we bold 
Theereucrently. 

Breake off the parley , for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif, Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fet lie make thee curffe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And heare me fpeake. 

J&eene. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 

King. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

I being a King, am priuiledg’d tofpeake. 

Clif. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur’d with words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnlheath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu’d «■ 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. What fayft thou Henry, (hall I haue my right or no? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faft to day. 

That nere fhall dine, tnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. If all be right that Warwick , f fayes is right, 

There is no wrong, but all things mull be right. 

‘Rfch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother ftands, 

For well I wot thou haft thy mothers tongue. 

Qtieen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowlc mifhapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoided. 

As venom’d Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 




Torke And Lone Alter. 

. h Iron ofNaplcs.hid with englifh gilt, 

Slither beares the title of a King, 

! if! channell Ihould be cald the fea ; 
i! m’ft thou not,knowing from whence thou art derhi’d®, 

T narlie thus with England* lawfull heyres ? 

Edir.A wifpc of ftraw were worth a thoufand crownes. 
To make that Ibameleffe callet know her felfc, 

Thvhusbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

Jd tatn’dc the French, and made the Dolphin ftoope s 
Indhadhematcht according to his ftatc, 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

8ut when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’ftthy poore fire with his bridall day : 

Then that lun-ftnne bred a fhowre for him, 

Which walht his fathers fortunes out of France, 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath moil'd thefc tumults, but thy pride ? 

Hadft thou bene meeke,our title yet had flept. 

And we inpitty of the gentle King, 

Hid flipt our daime vntill another age. 

Cwrje.Buc when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine. 
And that the harueft brought vs no increafc, 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping root®. 

And though the edge haue fometbing hit our felues, 

Yet know thou we will neuetceafeto ftrike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Orbath’d thy growing with our heated blonds. 

And it) this refolut ion, I defie thee, 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the ge ntle King to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours waue. 

And either vidory,or elf® a graue. 

^wew.Stay Edward.R ay. 

idw.Hencc wrangling wotnanjle nolonger ftay, 

*7 words will coft ten thoufand Hues to day. 



M 



lEtamttmmt. 

Alarmts, 



The contention of the two fmotu Houfes, 

Alarms. Enter Warwick*. 

War . Sore fpent with toilers runners with the race, 

Ilay me downe a little while to breathe, 

For ftrokes receiude,and many blowcs repaide. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

And force perforce, needs muft 1 reft my fclfe. 

Enter Edward. 

E^.Smile gentle heaucns 3 or ftrikevngentle death, 

That wc may die vnleffc we gainc the day : 

What fatallftarre malignant frovvnes from heauen, I 

Vponthe harmelcfle line of Yorkes true houfe/ 

Enter CJeorge, 

Cjeorge.C ome brother come, lets to the field againe, 

For yet there’s hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting Troopcs, 

Leaft they retire now we haue left the field. 

War.How now my Lords, what hap ? what hope of good? 



Yorke and Lancaster . ' 

II t a« full reuenged for his death. 

Lot d Warwick*,! do bend my knees with thine,’ 
y nihil vow now ioyne my foule to thee, 
jfj fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchfafc a gemle viaoryto vs, ^ 

\ i rt vs die before we lole the day. 

C orfe.Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts, 
indcall them pillars that will ftand to vs, f 

And highly promife to remunerate 
r Lit trufty feruice,in thefc dangerous warres. 

Rich.Cotac,comc away, and ftand not to debate, 
foryet’ishope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giuc me your hands, and let vs part 
And take our leaueSjVntill we meete againe. 

Where ere itbe, in heauen or in earth, 

Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire rnifhaps continue fo. 

Wttrmck*S' arewcll. c 

r<ir,Awav,away,once more fwcet Lords tarewen, 

J Exeunt otn 



Enter Richard running. 

T^ch. Ah Warwicke,v>hy haft thou withdrawne thy fclfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill for Warwicke,h\s thrice valiant fonne, 

VntiU with thoufand fwords he was befet. 

And many wounds made in his aged breft, 

And as he tottring fate vpon his ftcede. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 

Richard , commend me to my valiant fonne. 

And ftill he cride , Warwicke rcuenge my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Sals bury gaue vp the ghoft. 

Wtr.Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe, becaufe I will not flie : 

And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 

Neuer to paffc fromforth this bloudy field, 



Alarms ,and then enter Richard at one doore, 
and Clifford at the other. 

Rich A Clifford ,a Clifford. 

Clif.K Richard ,a Richard. 

Rich.Novt Clifford, for Yorke and young Rutlands death. 

This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy Bloud, 

Shall lop thy limbcs,and flice thy curfcd heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made. 

^A/.Now Richard, I am with thee hecre alone. 

This is the hand tfiat ftab’d thy father Yorke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

Andheere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And chceres thefc hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy fclfe. 

And fo haue at thee. 

i,c ' - m a Aldmet 




* mmn* 



The mtem'um of the tmfmm Houfes, r 

Alar me f. They fight, 4»d then enters Warwicks andrefci#, 
Ricbard t andtben exeunt ospnes. 

tAlarmes lit ligand then enter Henry film. 

Hen. Oh gracious God of hcauep looke downe on vs, 

And fet feme cnejes to thefe inceflaptgriefes, 

How like a maftlcfle (hip vpop tjbe fi»f, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way,now to tjut fiflc driuc, 

And none doth kpovy to whom the day will fall. 

Oh,wotild my death mjghf: ftay thefe cipijl iars f 
Would I had neuer raigu’d,nor nere bene King. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide me ffom the field. 

Swearing they had beft fucccfie when I was thence,,. 

Would God that 1 were de*d,fij 3 }! w«C well. 

Or would my crowne fufficc,I were content 
To yeeld it them,and line a priuate life. 

Ttlttr a Soldi oar with a dead man in his armen 
Sottl . Ill blowes the winde that profits no body,. 

This man that I haue fiaine in fight to day. 

May be poffefled offomc ftorc of crovyncs. 

And I will fearch to firtde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face 
Oh l,tis he whom I haue fiaine in fight. 

From London wa* I preftoutby the King*. 

My father he came on thepatt of Terke, 

And in this confti$ Hum* fiajnc my father : 

Oh pardon God,i knew not what l did. 

And pardon fathe r >fot l knew thee pot. 



to#h&f§ldlow; with a 4 m 49M8» 
i.Sonl.Lis there thou tfiat fopghtft ytUb me fo ftoptly, 
Now let me fee vyhat ftore pf gold fiwu haft. 

But ftay.methinks this is-no famous fee? t- 
Oh no.itis my foime that I haue fiaine in fight. 




TorheAttd Lane a Her. 

Ohmonftrous times, begetting fuch euents, 
H oWcrucU,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late, 

And hath bereau’d thee of thy life too foone. 

A fr»f.Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefc, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths r 
The red Rofe and the white are on his face, 

The fatall colours of our firming houfes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifh, 

Porifyou ftriue,ten thoufand hues muft periffi. 

j.5o«/.How will my mother for my fathers death, 

Take on with me, and nere be fatisfide ? 
a.jW.How will my wife for {laughter ofroy fonne, 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

KwgMovt will the people now mifdeeme their-King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could fatisfie. 
i.Senl.W&t euer fonne forude, his fathers blood to {pill ? 
ijottl . Was euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill 
King. Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill > 
i .Sow/.Ile beare thee hence from this accurfed place, 

, For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Sxit with bis father. 

a.5o«/.Ile beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I haue murdered where I flhould not kill. 

Sxit with his fonne. 

King.Weepc wretched man,Ilfelay thee teare for teare, . 
Here fits a King, as woe begon as thee. 

Alar met t and entertbe Queene. 

Qffeene.hvtiy my Lord,to Barwiekf prefisndy. 

The day is loft, our friends aremutdered, 

No helpe is left for vs, therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edmtrdi 

?m«.Oh father fiieiour men haue left the field) 
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Take horfc fweet father. let vs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter. > < 

Exet, Away my Lord,for vengeance comes along with him* 
Nay ftmd not to expoftulate,make hade) 

Or elle come after ,11c away before. 

K.Hett . Nay ftay good Exeter ,t or lie along with thee. 

Enter Clifford wounded, with an Arrow 
in his necke. 

Off ‘.Heere burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it laftcd',gaue King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrow. 

More then my bodies parting from my foule* 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing ffe»rr,ftrcngthcncd mifproud Torke, 

The common people Iwarme like fummer flies. 

And whether flies the Gnats, but to the funne ? 

And who ftiinos now, but Henries enemy ? 

Oh .P6a?£«*,hadft thou nciter giuen confent. 

That Phaeton fhould chceke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Henry ,hadft thou hu’d as Kings lbould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Torke , 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths. 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh weeds,but gentle airc* 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootleffc are pi aims, and curcleffe are my wounds. 

No way to flie.no ftrength to hold oHt flight. 

The foe is mercileffe and will not pitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke and Richard, Warwick? and the reft, 



Torke and Lanca&er. 

IftabM your fathers, now come fplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwick?, and Swldirn. 
rdw Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
r.utfe and we are grac’d with wreaths of viftory. 
tie troopes purfue the bloudy minded Quecne, 

That now towards Barwic^ doth pofte amaine. 

But thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

Wat No tis impoffible he Hiould efcape, 

Eor though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard markt him for the graue. 

Id where fo ere hebe,! warrant him dead* 

Clifford grones, and then dies. 

frk.Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue ? 
Rich.h deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

$w.See who it is, and now the battailes ended, 

Friend’or foe,lct him be friendly vfed. . 

Rich, Rcuerfe that doome of mercy ,for us Cliftord* 

Whokild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Torke. 

Var. From off the gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there ; 

Mead of that, let his fupply the roome. 

Meafureformeafuremuftbeanfwered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatall Seritchowle to our houie. 

That nothing fung to vs but bloud and death, 

Now his euill boding tongue no more (ball fpeake. 

Ward thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford, doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death orc-flhades his beames of life, 

Andhenorfecs norhearesvs what we fay. 

Rich, Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he noth,. 

And tis his pollicy that in the time of death. 

He mi ght auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
Inhis houre of death did giue vnto our father. 
G«^.Richard,ifthou tbinkeft fo,ycx him with eager words 
&ck,Clifford,aske mercy and obtaine no grace. 
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Ed w. Clifford, repent in bootlefTe penitence. 
W*r.ClifFord,deuife excufes for thy fault. 

George. Whil'ft we dcuife fell tortures for thy fault, 
foc^.Thou pittiedft Torke , and I ana fonne to Torke. 

Edw . Thou pittiedft Rutland , and I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now? 

War, They mocke thee Cltford, (weave as thou waft wont. 
Rich. What, not an oath r Nay then 1 know hee’s dead : 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord hi9 friend an oath. 

By this I know hee’s dead, and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Idc cut it off, and with the iffuing bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofe inftanched thirft, 

Torke and young 'Rutland could not fatisfie. 

War tl Join he is dead, off with the traitors head, 

And rcarc it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

Thereto be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence (ball Warwicks croffe the feas to Frame, 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So fhalt rhou finew both the-fe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fting to hurt. 

Yet looke to haue them bufie to offend thine cares. 

Firft,Ile fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie croffe the feas to France, 

To effeift this marriage, if itpleafe my Lord. 

Edw . Euen as thou wilt good Warwicks let it be. 

But firft before we g oe.Gcorge kneele downe, 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence, 

And girt thee with the fword. 

Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Glojler. 

Warwicke as my felfe (ball do and vndo as himfelfe pleafethbeft. 

Rich.l.etme be Duke of Clarence, George of Glojler , 

For Glojler s D ukedome is too ominous. 

W- 
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r "" of Torke and Lancofer, 

Tu(h, that’s a childifh obferuation. 

,j he Duke of Glojler: Now to London, 
thefe honours in pofTeffion. 



Exeunt ernes. 



Enter two Keepers with Bow and tArrowes. 
fo0fr.Come,lets take our ftands vpon this hill, 
Jbv and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay,heerc comes a man, lets liften him a while. 



Enter King Henry dijguifed. Aw . 

jffli.From Scotland am 1 ftolne euen of pure loue, 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land. 

No Jfc«7,no,it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now, 

Nohumble filters fues to thee for tight. 

for how canft thou hclpe them, and not thy felfe ? 

Keeper. I marry fir,heere’s a Deere, His skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra ftand clofe.for as I thinkc. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofdc. 

HeitMy Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to France, 
And as I heare,thc great commanding W, nrwicks, 

To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine, 

ForZftw* is a Prince foone won with words, 
hnhlTarwicke is a fubtle Oratour. 

Helaughcs, and faics his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofdc. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left fide, crauing aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 
HenMote then 1 feeme,for leffe I fhould not be. 

A man at leaft,and more I cannot be, 

And men may talke of Kings, and why not I ? 

Keeper.!, but thou talkes, as if thou wert a King thy felfe. 

Hen. Why fo I am in mindc,though not in (hew i 
Keeper .And if thou be a King, where is thy Crowne ? 

H Henry u 
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Ben . My Crownc is in my heart, not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content,* crownc that 
Kings do (ildome times enioy. 

Keeper. And if thou be a King crownd with content. 

Your crowne content and you.muftbe content 
To go with vs vnto the Officer, for as we thinke. 

You are our quondam King, King Edward hath depofdc 
And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings 
To go along with vs vnto the Officers. v 

#e».Gods name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obeyde,andbe you kings, command and lie obey. 

Exeunt omes, 
ic ufifcl on «?i li on 

Enter King Edward, flarence,and Glofter , Montague, 
Hajtinge^nd the Lada/ Grey., 

K.Edw . Brothers o£ Clarence , and of Glofier , 

This Ladies husband hsre,Sk Richard grey . 

At the battaile of S, Alkanes did lofehis life. 

His lands then were feiz’d oft by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repofleffe thofelands, 

And fith in quarrcll of the houfc of Yorke, 

The noble gentleman did lofehis life. 

In honour we cannot denie her fute., 

G/o.Your highnefle lhall do well to grant it then. 
K.hdw.ijo I will,but yet lie make apaufe. 

Clo ,I,is the winde in that doore ? 

Clarence. I fee the Lady hath Tome thing to grant, 

Before the King will grant her humble fute. 

(jlo.Ht knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind. 
K.Edw. Widow,come fome other time to know our mind, 
La . May it pleafe your Grace,l cannot brooke delaies, 

I befeech your highnefle to difpatch me now. 

K.Sd. Lords giue vs lcaue, we meane to try this widow«wit< 
£7<t.l,good leaue haueyou. 

CloTot you will hauc leaue,till youth take leaue,. 

And leaue you to your crouch. 

K.Ed.Come hither widow, how many children haflthoul 



of Yorke and Lancafler. 

~ I thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her. 

L'fli y whip me t'nen,hee’l rather giue her two. 
r 4 Three, my moft gracious Lord. 

C/„.Y®« haue foure ifyou will be rulde by him. 

^.vVer’t not pitty they fhould lolc their fathers lands ? 

Be pitwfull then dread Lord, and grant it them. 
gSdJ.lk tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 
ji.So (hall you binde me to your highnefle feruice. 
tEdto . What feruice wilt thou do me,if I grant it them ? 
I, 4 .Euen what your highnefle (hall command. 

C/o.Nay then widow He warrant you all your 
Husbands lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands.Fight clofc,or in good faith 
jfou catch a clap. 

CkNay 1 feare her not vnlefle fhe fall. 

C/o.Marry godsforbot man, for hee’l take vantage then. 
Li.Why flops my Lord,fhall I not know my taske i 
K.Sdw.hn eafie taske, tis but to loue a King. 

What’s fooneperformd,becaufe I am a fubiedl. 

K.Ed. Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

L*. I take my leaue with many thoufand thanks. 

CU. The match is made,(he feales it wkh a curtfie. 

K.Sd#. Stay widdow flay, what loue doft thou thinke 
I fue fo much to get? 

Li.My humble feruice, fuch as fubic&s owes, and the lawes 



COmmanrU 



K.Edm.No by my rroth,I meant no fuch loue, 

| But to tell thee the troth,I aime to lie with thee. 

Wo tell you plainemy Lord, I had rather lieinprifon. 
K.Ed.Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 
When mine honefty (hall be my dower, 
rorby that Ioffe I will not purchafe them. 

^.fdw.Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily, 
i ^.Herein your highnefle wrongs both them and 
c >but mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
| Agreesnot with the fadnefle of my fute. 

I kale it your highnefle to difmiffe me, either with I orno. 

N 2 K.Sdrr* 
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K.Edw. I, if thou fay I to my tequcfi, 

No,if thou fay no to my demand. 

Lady. Then no my Lord.my fute is at an end. 

Gto. The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow, 

C/ 4 . Why he is theblunceft wooer in Chriftendome. 
K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maiefty. 

One way or other fheis for a King, 

And fhe foall be my loue or el(e my Qijecne. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Queene. 

Lady.Tis better faid then done.my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubieit fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King Edw.Svtectc widdow,by my ftate I fweare,Ifpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Qucene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Edw. You cauill widdow,I did meane myQueenc, 

£ 4 . Your grace would be loath my fons ftiold call youfatha 
K.Edw. No more then when my daughters call thee mothti. 
Thou art a widdow, and thou haft fome children. 

And by Gods mother, I being but a batchellor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a happy thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

Argue no more, for thou fhalt be my Queene. 

Clo. The ghoftly father now hath done his thrift. 
fla. When he was made a fhriuer,*twa$ for fluff. 

Brothers, you mufe what talke the widdow 
And I haue had, you would thinke it ftrange 
If I fhould marry her. 

CU . Marry her my Lord,to whom# 

K.Edw. Why Clarence to my felfe. 

G/o.That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaft. 

£4*. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are the wonders in extremes. 
K.Edw. W cll. ieaft on brothers,! can tell you,her 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

jute is granted for her husbands lands. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

jdijf.hnd it pleafe your grace, Henry your foe is 
Taken, and brought as prifoncr to your Pallace gates. 
l.Edw . Away with him,and fend him to the Tower, 

^nd lets go queftion with the man abont 

His apprehenfion. Lords along, and vfc 

This Lady honourably. Exeunt omnet . 

Manet G Utter ,and Sfeakes. 
gio.\, Edward will vfe women honorably, 

Would he were wafted, marrow,bones and all. 

That from his loynes no iflue might fucceed, 

To hinder me from the golden time 1 lookc for, 

For I am not yet lookt on in the world. 

Firft is there Edward, Clarence , and Henry , 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iflue 
Oftheir loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other pleafure is there in the world befide ? 

1 will go clad my body in gay ornaments. 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap. 

And witch Ywcct Ladies with my words and lookes. 

Oh monftrous man,to harbour fuch a thought ! 

Why loue did (come me in my mothers wombe. 

And for I fhould not deale in her affaires, 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefti, 

And plac’d an enuious mountaine on my backe, . 

Where fits deformity to mocke my body, 

To dry mine arme vp like a withered fhrimpc, , 

Totnakemylegs of an vnequall fize, 

And am I then a man to be belou’d ? 

Eifier for me to compafle twenty crownes. 

Tut I can fmile, and murder when I fmile, 

| cry content, to that which greeues me mo& . 

1 can adde colours to the Camelion, 

N J; Aod 
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And for a need change fhapes with Prothetu, 

And fet the alpiring Cm aim to fchoole. 

Can I dothis,and cannot get theCrowne? 
Tulh.were it ten times higher, He pull it downe. 



r 






Exit, 



'» 



enter King Lewis, and the Lady Bona, Queene Margaret prince 
E dwar d, and Oxford, with others , 

Lewis. Welcome Queene Margaret, to the Court of France 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand, * 

Sit by my fide,and heere I vow to thee, 

T hou fhalc haue aide to repoflefle thy right, 
and bcate proud Edward from his vfurpedfeate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

Q»een. 1 humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And pray the God of heauen to bleffe thy ftatc. 

Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs. 

Enter Warwick, e. 

Lewis Hovi no w,who is this ? 

Queen. Oar Earle of Warwick, Edwards cheefeft friend. 

Lewis. Welcome braue Warwicke,vihzt brings thee to Franc <? 

ITar.Vtom worthy Edward , King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefie-and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity. 

And laftly to confirme that amity 

With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 

That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire filler. 

To Englands King in Iawfull marriage. 

Qu. And if this go forward,all our hope is done. 

War .And gracious Madame, in our Kings behalfc, 

I am commanded with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly to kiflc your hand, and with my tongue. 

To tell thepalfiotis of my Soueraignes heart. 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares. 

Hath plac'd thy glorious image and thy vertues, 

Quttut, 



of Yorkeand Lancafler. 

Quetne. King Lewis and Lady Bona, heare me fpeake 
Before you anfwere Warwicke or his words, * 

for he it is hath done vs all thefc wrongs, 

WarJn'uinoas Margaret. 

Prince Sdw. And why not Queene > 

War. Becaufe thy father Henry did vfurpe, 

And thou no more art Prince then fhe is Queene. 

Oar.Then Warwick, g difanuls great John of Gaunt. 

That did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine, 

And after Iohnof Gaunt, wife Henry the fourth, 
Whofewifedome was amirrour to the world, 
and after this wife Prince Henry the fife. 

Who with his prowefie conquered tt\\ France, 

From thefe our Henry is lineally defeent. 

r*r.Oxford,how haps that in this fmoothc difeourfe, 
Ifou told not how Henry the fixt had loft 
All that Henry the fift had gotten. 

Methinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould fmile at that. 

But for the reft, you tell a pedi gree 
Ofthreefcore and two yeares, a filly time 
To make prefeription for a kingdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwicke,canft thou deny thy King, 
Whomthou obeyedftthirty and eight yeares, 
and bewray thy treafons with a blufh ? 

War.Can Oxford that did euer fence the right, 

Novvl buckler falftiood with a pedigree ? 

Forlhame leaue Henry, and call Edward V, ing. 

Oxf, Call him my king, by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord AwhrayZdere was done to death* 

And more then fo,my father cuen in the 
U ;/ Vne ^ a ^ his mellowed yeares, 

cn age did call him to the doore of death # 

^WArwick?, no, whil ft life vpholds this arme, 

!L atmc v pholds the houfe of Lancafier. 

•^vAnd I the houfe of Torke. 

<y i r n .T iS ‘ ^r J5ene Marg&rec, frinccEdwatckand ; 
^^ouchfafetofoabeaic a while,. 



I 



Till'd 
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Till Ido talke a word with Warwicke. 

Now Warwicke, e uen vpon thy honor tell me true} 

Is Edward lawfull King, ot no ? 

Fori were loath to linkc with him,that is not lawfutlheire. 
War .Thereon I pa wne mine honour and my credite. 

Lew is. Whites he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

War . The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Leva V Vhat,is his loue to our Sifter 'Bona ? 

War . Such it fecmes, 

As may befeemc a Monarch like himfelfc. 

My felfe hauc often heard him fay and fweare. 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground, 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties fuune. 

Exempt from enuy,but not from difdaine, 

Vnlefle the Lady 'Bona quit his paine. 

Lew.Then filler let vs hearc your firme refolue. 

Bona . Your grant or deniall (hall be mine, 

But ere this day I muft confcflc,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted, 

Mine cares hauc tempted iudgement to defire. 

Lw.Then draw necre Queene LMargaret , and be a witneflt, 
That "Bona fhall be wife to the Englifh King. 

Prince Edw . T o Edward, but not the Englilh King. 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his eafe. 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe, 

And as for you your felfe,our quondam Queene, 

Y ou haue a father able to maintaine your ftate. 

And better ’twere to trouble him then France, 






Sound for a Pofte within. 

Lewis. Heerc conics fome Pofte Warwick ?, to thee or vs. 
PoJieMy Lord ambaflador,this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother, Marquette Montague. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam,from whom I know not. 

Oxf.l like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftriffe, 
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Yorke and Lane alter. 

.. . Jt her newes, when Warwicke frets at his. 

pEi And markc how Lewis ftampes as he were netted. 

F ‘ 'fl oW c Margaret & Warwicke, what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is fuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 
mr. Mine, foil of lorrow and hearts difeontent. 
lew What, hath your King married the Lady Gray, 
w w to excufe himfelfc, fends vs a pofte of papers ? 

u « dares he prefume to vfe vs thus? 

M °C)«. This prooueth Edwards loue, and Warwtckes honefty 
^r. King Lewis, I heerc proteft in fight of heauen, 

And by* the hope I haue of heauenly bliffe, 

Thatlam clcere from thismifdeed of Edwards. 

Nomore my King, for he difoonors me, 

^nd moft himfelfe, if he could fee his fhame. 

Did 1 forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 

My father came to an vntimely death ? 

Did I let pafle the abufe done to thy Neece i, 

Did I impale him with the R egall Crowne ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome? 

And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfe methus ? 

My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady BonaJ 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

£>Jes warwtek. He quite forget thy former faults, 

Ifnow thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

Wxr. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 

That if King Lewis vouchfafetofurnifh vs 
With fome few bands ofehoien foldiers, 

, He vndertake to land them on our coaft. 

And force the Tyrant from his feate by wane, 

Tisnothis newmade bride fhall fuccour him. 

Iw.Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You (hall haue aide : and Engli fh meffenger, returne 
In poft, and tell faife Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him, and his new bride. 








the contention of the two famous Houfes , 
’Bonn . Tell him in hope hee’l be a widdower (liortly, 
lie weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Qt/eexe.Tell him my mourning weeds be laide afide. 
And I am ready to put armour on. 



W^r.Tcll him from mc,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ik vnerowne him er’t be long. 



There’s thy rewara,br gone. 

Lewis.But now tell me Warwick f,what aflurance 
I (ball haue of thy true loyalty ? 

War . This (hall a (lure my conftant loyalty. 

If that our Queene and this young Prince agree, 
Ileioyne mine eldcft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 

Queene. With all my hart, that match I like full well. 
Lone her tonne Edward^ he is faire and young. 

And giue thy hand to IF'arwicke for thy Iouc. 

Lewis. It is cnough,and now we will prepare. 

To leuie foldiors for to goc with you. 

And you Lord Bourbon, our high Admirall, 

Shall waft them fafely to the Englifli coaft. 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance* 
For mocking marriage with the name of France. 

War. I came from Edward as Embalfador, 

But I returne his fworne and mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me,. 

But dreadfull warre (hall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfc to make a ftale but me f 
Then none but I (hall turnc his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifde him to the Crownc, 

And He be cheefe to bring him downe againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. 



ExitM'j, 



Exii, 



Enter King Edward, the Queene, Clarence , Gloftcr , 
Haflings , and Fenbrooke, -with foldiors. 

.Brothers of CUi«nce,aadof Glofter,. , 



YorkeandLancalter. 

, . fWn ke you of our marriage with the Lady Grej ? 

^ My Lord, we thinke as Warwtcke and Lewis 
\ ‘ tc fo flacke in iudgement,that they will take 
Jt^rfence at this fudden marriage. 

SU ppofe they do, they are but Lewis and Warwick f, 

/indlarn both your King and Warwicks. 

A G/rind (balUbecaufc our King, but yet fuch 

cudden marriages fildomeproucth well. 

fiir.Yea brother ^^W.areyou againft vs too ? 
G/tf.Noc I my Lord,no,God forefend, that I 

’ £ixr. Setting your skornes and your dillikes afide. 

Shew me fomc rcafons why the Lady Grey , 

May not be my Louc,and En elands Queene ? 

Speake freely Clarence , Glocefler , 

Montagu *, and Haflings. t . 

Ck My Lord,then this is mine opinion. 

That Warwicks being diflionorcd in his EmbailagCj 
Dothfceke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

Glo t And Lewis in regard of his fitters wrongs. 

Doth ioync with fVarwicke to fupplant your ftate* 
^SUppofe that Lewis and Warwickc be appcafde* 
Byfuchmeanes as I canbeft deuife, 

yet to haue ioynd with Fiance in this 
Alliance, would more haue ttrengthened this our 
Common-wcalth,gainfi forraine ftormes. 

Then any home-bred marriage. 
tti/LLet England be true within it felfe. 

We need not France^nor any alliance with them# 

CkFor this one fpeech,Lord Haftings well 
To haue the daughter and hey re of the Lord Hungerfora . 
Edw t And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 
Ckl,and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands,to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonfield^ and left your 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 
Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in your madnefle 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content. 

Why man be of good cheere, lie prouide thee one. 

Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your fclfe, • 
That ye ("hall giue me leaue to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I (hortly meane to leaue you. 

£dw. Leaue me,or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes. 

J^te. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you muft confeflc, before it plcafd his highnefl'e 
T o aduance my ftatc to Tide of a Queene, 

That I was not ignoble from my birth. 

Edw. Forbeare my Loue to fawne vpon their frownes, 

For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey. 

And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, here is the Meffenger return’d from Franct, 

Enter Meffenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef . No Letters ray Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highnefl'e pardon, 

I dare not relate. 

Ed. We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 
What faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

UWef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppoled King, 

That Lewis ofFrancc is lending ouer Maskers, 

T o reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewie fo braue j> Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 

But what fayde Lady‘2?<w<* to thefe wrongs ? 

LMef. Tell him, quoth (he, in hope heel proue a widdoWtt 
Shortly, lie wcare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong, 

Indeed Are could fay little leffc, But what faid Henries Qu« nt > 

For 

I ^ 
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Yorke and Lancatter. 

t wre. flic was then 10 place ? 

^Uef Tell him quoth (he, my mourning weeds be done, 
it tin readv to nut armour on. 

A °ill Then belike (he meanes to play the Amazon, 
w faide JVdirvoicke to thefe iniurics ? 

incenfcd then ibe reft my Lord, 

r& q»oth h«, h«'> wr °"S> 

j hpretore llevncrownehim er t be long. 

K j Ha durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud wor s. 

«,. tl will arme me to preuent the worft. 

5 Jhat is Warwick? friends with Margaret } 

Ml my good Lord, they are fo linkt in friendfl^, 

' ’ „c'p r ince Edward marries ITarwickes daughter. 

T ffTteeW«,bd',kc^««maUhauctheyo 0g «. 

cs rurence and Somerfet fled to Warwick? 

For vvhy hath Nature made me halt downe right, 

But that 1 (hould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runne away, 

gdw. Penbrooke, go raifean army prefcn y, 

Pitch yp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
Imeaneto reft, and on the morrow mornc. 

He march to meete proud ^nv/c^cre ^ la " d 
Thofeftragling troopes which he hath got inFr 
But ere 1 go, Montague zn d Hapngs* 

Youaboue all the reft are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwick? : therefore tell me, 

Ifyou fauour him more then me, or not. . 

Speake truly, for 1 had rather hauc you open enem , 

Then hollow friends. rme 

■Mont, So God helpe Montague , as he P ro ” cs 1 u £ 

H#.And Haflings, as he fauours Edwards caufe, 

Ed*. It (hall fufficc, Come then let s march *way^ ^ 

rt,. Enter 
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contention ofthe two famous Houfes , 

Snter Warwick; and Oxford with Soldiors . 

J^r.Truft me my Lords,all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarmeto vs * 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, * 

Speake fuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 

CAz.Feare not that my Lord. 

W> or .Then gentle Clarence , welcome vnto Warwicke 
And welcome Somerfet ,1 hold it cowardife, V> 

T o reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfe might I thinkc that Clarence Edwards brother, 

W ere but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter {hall be thine. 
And now what refts but in nights couerture. 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the townc about. 

And but attended by a fimple guard, * 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts hauc found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes. 

And breakc we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in filent fort. 

For Warwick; and his friends, God and S.George. 

War.This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand. 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer. 

But follow me novv,and Edward (hall be ours. 

ALK Warwick;,* \frarwicke. 

Alarmes ,and Cjlofier and Haftings flies. 

Oxf . Who goes there ? 

War. Richard and Battings , let them go.heerc is the Duke. 

Edw. The Duke, why w arwicke when we parted 
Laftjthou calledft me King. 

War, I,but the cafe is altred now. 

When you difgrac’ftme in my Embaflage, 

Then I difgrac’ft you from being King, 
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Torke and Lancaster 

1b j n oW am come to create you Duke of York;, 
fte,hoW fhould you gouerne any -kingdom®, 
ff® knowes not how to vfe Embaffadors, 

IwhoW vCc your brothers brotherly, 
ll how to fhroud your felfe from enemies. 

Fdw. Well rarwicke, let fortune do her worft, 
r minde will beare himfelfe a King. 

£ War.Thca for his minde, be Edward Englands Kin< 

Bat Henrj now (hall weare the EngWli Crowne. 

® r .„{ v him to our brother Archbilhop of York;, 

And whenl haue fought with Tenbroke and his followers,. 

He come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies, 

4Bd foforavMlcC ^dlgoodDAerfr^^ 

Aj What followes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters into France, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 

yard that’s the firft thing that we haue to do. 

And free King Henry from impnfonment. 

And fee him leated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets hafte away.and hauing paft thefe cares, 

Ilepofte to Torke,m& fee how Edwardht's. exeunt omnes. 

Enter Glofler,Hafltngs,and Sir William Stanley.. 

Git . Lord Haflings , and Sit William Stanly, 

Know that the caufe I fent for you is this. 

Ilookemy brother with a {lender trainc. 

Should come a hunting in this Forrcft heere. 

The Bifhop of York; befriends him much. 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe, 

Now 1 hauc priuily fent hrm word. 

How I am come with you to refeue him, 

and fee where the huntfman and he doth come.. 

Enter Edward anda Huntfman. 
f&wf/This way my Lord the Deere is gone* 






I, [1619] NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.532) OdaVO 






The contention of the two famous Houfes 
Edn>. No this way huntfman. 

See where the Keepers ftand. Now brother and the reft 
What, arc you prouided to depart ? 

Glo. I, I, the horfe ftands at the Parke corner ; 

Come, to Lin, and fo take (hipping into Flanders : 

Ed. Come then. Haflings and Stanley , 

I will requite your loues. By(hop farewell, 

Sheeld thee from VP'arwickes frowne. 

And pray that I may repofteffc the Crowne. 

Now huncfman,what will you do i 

Httntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be hangd. 

Sdw. Come then lets away with (peed. Exeunt emu 

Enter the Qn s eene.and the Lord Ritters. 

Ritters. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is yourGrace fo paffionate oflate ? 

Qu. Why brother Ritters, hearcyenot the newes 
Of that fucceffc King Edward had oflate ? 

Riuers. What ' Ioffe offome pitcht battaile again Rlf^amieh, 
Tufh, feare not faire Qtprene, but caft thofe cares afide. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

And SVarwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qjt. If chat were all, my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will 1 feare befall. 

Ri. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe, 

T o the danger of his royall perfon then ? 

J^tteen.l ther’s my greefe, King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorke. 

.R/#.The newes is palling ftrange I muft confeffe ; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends. 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perceyue. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Qu. God grant they may ; but gentle brother come. 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vnto the San£u\ry, * 

There to prefcrue the fruite within my wombc, ^ 



of Yorke and Lancafter. 

p,g Ednardt feed,true heire to Englands crowne. Exit, 

Enter Edward and Richard , and Haftings, with a 
troops of Hollanders. 

ru ^us far from Belgia haue we paft the feas, 

, i m ‘ rc ht from Raunfpttr hauen vnto T orke : 
fSc e uc, arc (hut, 1 likcnot this. 

Rich .Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Mater of Yorke, vpon the wolfs 
^.My Lords we had notice of your commmg, 
i„j t hat’s the caufe we ftand vpon our guard, 

And (hut the gates for to preferue the Townc. 
fan now is king, and we are fworne to him. 

Ed#' Whymy LordMaior,if Henry be your king, 

Until am fare at leaft,is Duke of Torke 
Maivr . Truth my Lord, we know you for no lefle. 

Edtt.l craue nothing but my Dukedome. 

Rcfc.But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head,, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after. . 

Haft . Why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points ? 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends. 

"Maior . Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

' 4 Extt mator* 

Mch.ftv mv faith .a wife ftout captaine,and foone perfwaded 



The iMaier opens the doore y and brings the keies tn his hand. 

Uw . So my Lord Maior,thefe gates muft not be Ihut, 

But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes : 

What, feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 

Enter Sir Iohn Montgomery, with drum andfoldtors. 

How now Richard ,\\ho is this ? 

Rich Brother, this is Sir Iohn Montgommery, 

Atruftie friend, vnleffe I be deceiude. 

^.Welcome Sir Iohn. Wherefore come you in armes i 

p Sir 



The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Sir Tohn.T o helpe King Edward in this time of ftormes ’ 

As euery loyall fubie<ft ought to do. 

Edw. Thankes braue Montgomery , 

But I onely claime my Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafe God to fend the reft. 

Sir Iohn.Then fare you well .Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March a way ,1 came to ferue a King, and not a Duke, 
£W»>.Nay ftay fit /<?&», and let vs fii ft debate. 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir John .What ftand you on debating, to be briefe. 
Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our King, 
lie hence againe,and keepe them backe 
That come to fuccour you,why ftiould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

Rich. Fie brother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refolue your fclfe,and let vs claime the crowne. 

Edw. I am refolude once more to claime the crowne,. 

And win it too,orclfetolofcmylife. . >• 

Sir Iohn.l , now my Soueraignc fpeaketh himfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets.for Edwardl hall be prodaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the graceof God, king of EngUnid 
France, and Lord of Ireland ; and whofoeuer gainfaies King 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to fingle fight. Long 
hue Edward the fourth. 
jill. Long Hue Edward the fourths 
Edw, We thanke you all. Lord Maiorleade on the way. 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Torke , 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beames abouc this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London, to meete with PFarwickf, 

And pull falfe Henry from the Regall throne. 

Exeunt omnei. 

Enter iF’arwtcke and Clarence with the Crowne , and then 
King Henry , Oxford, Somerfet,and the 
young Earle of Richmond. 

Ki»i> 



of Torke and Lancajier. 

f . Thus from the ptifon to this princely feate, 

S's great mercies am 1 brought againe. 
y C e and tVarwickg, do you keepe the crowne, 
a oouerne and proteft my Realme in peace, 

^ fpend the remnant of my daies, 

? fil . nes rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

^ V^.What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraigneswill i 
Cit Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 
fojr.My Lord of Somerfct.what pretty boy 
I, that you feeme to be fo carefull of ? 

5«».If >t pleafe your grace, it is young Henry , 

b ^^T°f^ khmeKd > comc bithcr p retty Lad * 

If hcauenly powers do aime aright 
Tomy diuining thoughts, thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries biiffe. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne, 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maicfty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he (hall helpe you more. 

Then you arc hurt by me. 



Enter one with a Letter toPVarwicke* 

Par . What counfcil Lords, Edward from Betgid, 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Ispaft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London 
And many giddy headed people follow him# 

0*f.Tis beft to lookc tothis betimes, 

For if this fire do kindle any further. 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War ,ln Warwickftiire 1 haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace,yet bold in warre. 

Them will I mufter vp,and thou fonne Qarcncc , 

Shalt in Effex,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent* 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee# 




T^e contention of the two fmout Houfes, 

And thou brother Montague jin Leiftcrfhire, 

Buckingham and Northamptonfliire flialt finde. 

Men well inclindc to do what thou commands. 

And thou braue Oxford, wondrows well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries mufter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louing Cittizens, 

Shall reft in London till wc come to him. 

Faire Lords take leaue.and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell i^y Soueraigne. 

AVag.Farwell my HeStor,myTroies true hope. 

War. Farwel fwect Lords, lets meetc at Couentry. 

^//.Agreed. Exeunt oninei. 

Enter Edward and his frame. 

Edw . Seize on thclhamefac’ft Henry , 

And once againe conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him, I will not hearc him fpeakc. ' 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend ourcourfe. 

To meete with Warwick? and his confederates, 

Exeunt mites, 

£ nter Warwicke on thewals. 

War. Where is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf.poft <?.By this at Darntry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague ? *'■ 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague i 

pofie.\ left him at Donfiuore with his troopes, 

W. ar. Say Summerfeld, where is my louing fonne ? 

And by thy gueffe,how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. At Southam my Lord Ilcft him with 
His force, and do expert him two houres hence. 

War. Then Oxford is at hand,I heare his Drum. 

Enter Edward and his power. 

Glo.See brother,where the furlie Warwicke mans the wall* 

Wi ar. O vnbid (pight,is fpotfull Edward come l 
Where flept our fcouts,or how are they feduc’d, 
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A, we could haue no ncwes of their repaire t 
gibo Now Warwick* } viih thou be forry for thy faults, 

J call Edward king,andhewill pardon thee. 

^'_]s] a y rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 

Confeffe who fct thee vp and puld thee downe. 

Call Warwicks Patron, and be penitent ? 

■ n( j t hou (halt ftill rcmaine the Duke of Yorke. 

A Glo. 1 had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king. 

Or dii he make the icaft againft his will. 
tfW.’Twas Warwicke gaue thekingdome to thy brother. 
&kWhy then tis minc,if but by Warwicks gift, 
rf^r'ljbut thou art no dittos for fo a great a weight, 

A „d weakling, takes his gilt againe, 

Htnn is my king , Warwick? his fubiedi. 

irklprethee gallant Warwicke tell me this, 

What is the body when the head is off? 

C/o.Alaffc.that Warwicke bad no more forefight, 

: But whilft he fought to fteale the finglc ten, 

! jhe kino was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops palIa6C, 

And ten to oneyou’l meetc him in the Tower. 

Edw.T\s euen fo.and yet you are old Warwick? ftill. 

War.O chcerefull colours,fee where Oxford comes. 



Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldtors. 
Ox, Oxford, Oxford, for Lane after, 

Ed. The gates are open,fce,they enter in. 

Lets follow them,and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

(?/ff.No,fo fome other might fet vpon our backes, 
Wee’lftay till all be entered,and then follow them. 

Enter Somerfet ,withDrum and foldiors, 
Sm.Semerfet, Somerfet, for Lancajter. 

(/^•Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet , 
Hauefolde their liues vnto the houf&of Yorke, 

And thou lhalt be the third,ifray fword hold. 

‘ P 3 



Exit, 



Exit. 



Enter 
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Enter Montague, -with Drum and Soldiers. * 
Mont. Montague, M ontague, for Lancafier. 

cl ^• Traiter0t,s afcwf^thouand thy brother 
»hall deerely abide this rebellious a&e. 



Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiers. 

War. And loc where George of Clarence fweepes alone 
Or power enough to bid his brother battaile. & 

Cltt. Clarence .Clarence fox Lancafier. 

Edw. St tu 'Brute , wilt thou ftab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firra,to George of Clarence. 



Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whiff ers together andtU 
Clarence takes his red Rofe out of his Uat,& t hr owes it at trJZ 



U^ar. Comz Clarence, come, thou wilt if Warwick call. 

Cla . Father ©f Warwicke.know you what this meanes ? 

1 throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

(Who gauehfs blood to lime the Hones together) 

Andfetvp Lancafter. Thinkeftthou, 

That Clarence is fo harfti vnnaturall. 

To life his fword againft his brothers’life, 

Arrd fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 

And to my brothers turne my bluftiing cheekcs. 

Pardon me Edward fox I haue done amifte, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will proue no more vneonftant, 

Edw . Welcome Clarence , and ten times more welcome, 
Then if thou neuer hadft deferud our hate. 

Glo , Welcome good Clarence, this is brotherly. 

War. Oh palling traitor, periur’d and vniuft. 
f^w.Now Warwick#, vtAt thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or lhall we beate the 
Stones about thine eares ? 

War. why I am not coopt vp hcerc for defence, 

I will away to prefently, 

And 





of Torke and Lancafter. 
d bid thee b i.ttxAe 9 Edward if thou dar’ft. 
fdir.Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way, 

Lords to the field,Saint George and vi&ory. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Alar mes, and then enter Warwick/! wounded . 
who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe, 

^nd tell me who is vi&or, Torke or Warwick# ? 

Why askc I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 
yhatlmuftyeeld my body to the earth. 
AndbyrnyftUsheconqucfttorny foes, \ 

Thusyeelds the Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue fhelter to the princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe lhade the rampant Lyon flept, 

Whofe top branch ouer-peerd Ioues fpreading tree. 

The wrincklcs in my browes now fild with bloud, 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

Forwholiu’d king,but 1 could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwick# bent his brow i 
Loenowmy glory fmeard in duft and blood. 

My patkes.my walkcs.my manners that I had, 

Eucn now forfake mc,and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 

Enter Oxford and SomerJet , . 

Oxf. Ah Warwicke, Warwick#, Sutett vp thy felfe and liue', 
Foryet there’s hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queene withdroopes is come from France; 
hnAzt South -kampt on landed all her traine, 

Andmightft thou liue, then would we neuer fli'e. 

S^r.Why then 1 would not flie,noi haue I now, 

But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to ods. 

For many wounds recei u’d.and many more repaid©, 
Hathrobd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

Andfpite of fpites- needs muft I yeeld to death* 

&v».Thy brother Montague hath breathed his laft, 



And 
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- . .iitnloundcd like a clamour in a vault, * 

That could not be diftinguiflit for the found 
An H°, th wI a ^ 1‘^nt Montague gauevp theghoft. 

An 

Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take our Wc^'‘ 
And caufe recreate be founded through the Camne 
That all our friends that yet remainc fliue, P * 

May be forewarn’d and faue themfelues by flight. 

That done, with them weell pofte vnto the Oueenc 
And once more try our fortune in the field. ^ * 

Exit ambo. 

Enter Edward, Clarence, and Glofter, with 
, Soldiers. 

Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs viaorie 
And girt out temples with triumphant ioyes. * 
Thebig-bon d traitor Warwicke hath breath’d his laft 
And heauen this day hath fail'd vpon vs all. 

But in this cleare and brightfome day, 

I ice a blacke fufpicious clowd appcarc 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Before he game his eafefiill wefterne beames • 

aT.T’VT* P i° W rs which c hc Qy«ne hath got in France 
Are landed and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her. 

And tis likely, if (Be haue time to breath. 

Her faftion will be full as flrong as ours. 

Edw. We are aduertifde by our louing friends 

That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury: 

Thnhcr will we, for willingncffe rids way : Y 



of Yorke And Lancajlor, 

. j in e uery Country as we pafft along, 
rlir ftrengths {Ball be augmented. 

Yelets g°, for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 
cfwoe winters (ho wers will marre our hope for haie. 

Exeunt omnes. 



£ H ter the Queen e, Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiors . 

QHeene.VJeUome toEngland,my louing friends of France, 
Midvvelcome Somerfet, and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and Warwicke as our maine Maft ouerthrowne, 

Y« warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofte, 

Thatbearcs the failes tobring vs vnto reft, 
w d Ned and I as willing Pilots (hould, 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne, 

Tobeare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Prince.Kad if there be (as God forbid there IBould) 
araongft vs a timerous or fearefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 

Lead he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs. 

Iwillnotftand aloofeandbid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
and (ingle Edward (tom his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yeeld, 

Orleaue my body aswitnefleofmy thoughts, 

Oxf . Women and children of fo high refolue, 

And warriors faint, why twere perpetuallihame. 

Oh braue young Prince, thy noble grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee. 

Long maift thou liue to beare his image. 

And to renew his glories. 

Som . And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight. 

Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day 

~ Be 

it 
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Be hift, and wondered at if he arife. 

£ nter a Afejfenger. 

Meff. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf, I thought it was his policy to take vs vnprouided. 

But here will we ftand and fight it to the death. 

Enter K . Edward, flarence,GloJ}er ,Hafiings ,and fouldiers . 
Edw. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood. 

Which by Gods afliftance, and your prowefle. 

Shall with our fwords ere night be deane cut downe. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I Ihouldfay 
My teares gainfay.For as you fee, I drinke 
The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this : 

Henry our King isprifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft, 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this; 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry. Saint George. 
tsfll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

jUdrmes te the battell, Torke flies , then the chambers be dtfeharyed. 
Then enter the King , Clarence, G loft er,and the refl, making a great 
font, and cry , for Torke, for Torke , and then the Queens , Prince, 
Oxford , and Somerfet are taken , and then found and enter all a- 

gaine. 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles. 

Away with Oxford to Hamcs Caftle ftraight. 

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head. 

Away, I will not heare them fpeake. 

Oxf. For my part He not trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf. 
Som.Notl, but ftoop with patience to my death. Exit Sum. 
Edw . Now Edward, what fatisfa&ion canft thou make,, 
For ftirring vp my fubie&s to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speake like a fubieft proud ambitious Yorke ; 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refignethy chaire, and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the felfefame words to thee. 

Which 



of Torke And Lane after . 

tyfliich Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfvver to. 

£».Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu’d. 

Glo. That you might ftill haue kept your peticote, 

And nere haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

pun. Let * /£fop fable in a winters night. 

His currifli Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo. By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qtt. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Glo. For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this fcolding Crooke-backe rather. 

Edw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 

Cla. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’d George, 

And thou mifhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better, T raitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou likencffc of this railer here. Stabs him* 
Qu. Oh kill me too. 

Glo. Marry and (hall. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadie* 
Glo. Why {hould (he liue to fill the world with words# 

Ed, What doth (he fwound ? 

Make meanesforher rtcouery. 

Glo. Clarence, cxcufc me to the King my brother, 

Imuft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you {ball heare more newes. 

Cla, About what, prethee tell me ? 

C/o.The Tower man, theTower : lie rootethem out. 

Exit Glojler. 



Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy : 

Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that ftab’d Cafar (bed no blood at all, 

Tor he was a man; this, in refpe$: a childe. 

And men nere fpend their fury on a childe. 

What's worfe then T yrant that I may not name ? 



You 
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You haue no children diuels,ifyou had. 

The thought of them would then hauc ftopt your rage, 

But if you euer hope to haue a fonne, 

Lookein his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you hauc done this fweet young Prince. 

Edw, A way, and beare her hence. 

^«ee«e.Nay nerc beate me hence, difpatch 
Me heere, hccre fheathe thy fword. 

He pardon thee my death.Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence ^Aa thou do it. 

£7<*.By heauen I would not do thee famuch eafc. 

Qneene. Goo A Qarence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 

Cla . Didft thou not hcare me fweare I would not do it ? 
^«?e».l,but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity* 

Where’s the diuels butcher ,hard-fauoured Richard, 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed. 

Petitioners for blood, hee’l nere put backe. 

Edw. Away I fay,and take her hence perforce. 

Jj) u.So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. Exit, 

.Clarence, whether is Glofter gone 
C/<r.Marry my Lord to London, and as I gucfl*e, 

To make a bloody fupperin the Tower. 

Edw. He is fudden if a thing come in his head. 
Well,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

T o fee our gentle Queene how fhe doth fare. 

For by this 1 hope (he hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt ornti. 

Enter Glofler to King Henry in the Tower , 

Glo.GooA day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 

Hen . I my good Lord.Lord I (hould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell,were all alike. 

What feene of death hath Rofitu now to a Ac i 
Glo . Sufpition al waics haunts a guilty minde. 
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of Torke and Lancaster. 

tfflf,The bird once limde,doth feare the fatall bufli, 
toil the haplefle maile to one poore bird, 

{Sane now the fatall obiedl in mine eie, 

Where my P oorc y° un g was limde,was caught and kild. 

Glo. Why,' what a foolc was that of Creetei 
jhat taught his founc the office of a bird, 
jliu) yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd, 

Uen.l Dedalm , my poore fonne Icartu , 
fly father Minos that denide our courfe, 
flybrother Edward , the funne that fearde his wings, 
thou the enuieft gulfc thatfwallowed him. 

Ohbetter can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine eares that tragicke hiftory. 

Glo, Why doft thou thinkel am an executioner ? 
ffen.h perfecutor I am furc thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then 1 know thou art an executioner. 

C/o.Thy fonne I kild for his prefumption. 
flew.Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefumc, 

! Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine> 

And thus Iprophefie of thee. 

, Thatmanyawidowforherhiisbandsdeath, 

And many an infants water (landing eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers, 

Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne. 
TheOwlefhriktatthy birth, an euill figne, 

Thenight Crow cridc.aboding lucklefle tune, 

Dogshowld, and hideous tempefts (booke downc trees, 

TheRauen rookt heron the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth le(Te then a mothers hope, 

Towit : an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 
ofignifie thou cam’ft to bite the world, 
j ™d if the reft be true that I haue heard, 

Q£j , Thou- 




'm 



fled* 
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Thou cam’ft into the world St t> i 

gio. Die prophet in thy fpecch/ile heare no more * 

For this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I, and for much more flaughter after this. 

0 God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. 

Clo. What ? will the afpiring blood ofLancafter 

Sinkc into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mount a 
See how my fword weepcs for the poore Kings deatli. M ' 
Now may fuch purple tcarcs alwayes be Hied, 

For fuch as feeke the downfall of our houfe. * Stab him 
Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither .• ^ 

I, that haue neither pitty,loue, nor feare. 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me of. 

For I haue often,heard my mother fay, 

1 came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I not rcafon thinke you to make haft. 

And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights ? 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefusblcffe vs, he is borne with teeth: 

A nd fo I was indeede. Which plainly fignified/ 

That I fhould fnarle and bite, and play the Doggc. 

Then, finceheauen hath made my body fp, ° 

Let hell make crook d my rnjnde to anfwer it. 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers ; 

And this word Lotte, which gray-beards terme Diuinc, 

Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me, I am my fclfe alone. 
flarencehc ware, thou keptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee: 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretence of outward feeming ill. 

As Edward (hall be fearefull of his life. 

And then to purge his feare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and thePrince his fonne are gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them/ 

So by one and one dilp arching all the reft, 

^ Cou»' 



of Torke and Lancaster, 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 

U{d rag thy body in another roome, 

[nd triumph Henry in thy day of doome. Exit 

Inter King Edward,' Queene Elizabeth, and a Nttrfewith the young 
Prince } and Clarence filofter ,Ha flings ,, and others ♦ 

£<fo».Once more we fit in Englands throne, 

Renurchaft with the blood of enemies, 

What valiant foemen like to dutumnes corne, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes of Somerfet, three-fold renownd 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions. 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the fonne. 

And two Northumbcrlands,two brauer men # 

Nerefpurd their Courfers at the crumpets found. 

With them the two rough Beares, Warwick*? and ^Montague, 
Thatin their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And made ourfootfloole of fecurity. 

Come hither Tefe, and let me kiffe my boy, 

Young Ned, for thee,thine Vnckles and my ielfc, 

Hauein our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marcht all afoot, in fummers fealdingheate, 

Thatthou mightft repofleflfe the crowne in peace. 

And of our labours thou (halt reape the game. 

Glo . lie blaft his harueft,if your head were laid. 

For yet I am not lookt on in the world. 

This (boulder was ordaind fo thicke to heaue, 

Andheaue it fhall fome weight.or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way, and thou fhalt execute. 

Ectw. Brothers of C larencc and of Glofter, 

Ptaylouemy louely Queene, 

Andkiffe your Princely Nephew, both* 

%.The duty that I owe vnto your Maiefty, 

Tfeale vpon the rofiate lips of this fvvecte Babe, 



The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
X^w.Thankes noble Clarence, worthy brother thanke* 
G/<7. And that I Ioue the fruitc from whence thou fprangft 

Wttneflethelouingkiflclgiuethechilde. ® * 

T o fay the truth,fo fadae kift his mafter. 

And lb he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 

Edw. Now am Ifeated as my foule delights, 

C /<*.What will your grace haue done with CMaryaret ? 
Reynard her father, to the King of France 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and Ierufalem, 

And hither haue they fent it for a ranfome. 

Edw. Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 

And now what reft?,but that we fpend the time. 

With ftately triumphs and mirthfull comicke fhewes 
Such as befits thepleafures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowre aruiov. 

For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. 

Exeunt omnes. 

FINIS. 
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